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ANZONETTA  R,  PETERS, 

CHAPTER  I. 

EARLY    CHILDHOOD    AND    FIRST    RELIGIOUS     IMPRESSIONS. 

ANZONETTA  REBECCA  PETERS  was  blessed  with 
pious  and  highly  respectable  ancestors.  Her  mater 
nal  grandfather  was  Thomas  C.  Butler,  Esq.,  of  New 
York.  Her  maternal  grandmother,  Margaret  Coop 
er,  was  the  sister  of  Mrs.  Smelt,  the  mother  of  the 
sainted  Caroline  Elizabeth  Smelt,  the  history  of  whose 
wonderful  conversion  and  dying  testimony  has  done 
so  much  to  exalt  the  riches  of  free  grace,  and  win 
souls  to  Christ.  This  memoir  has  been  extensively 
read  in  this  country,  passed  through  several  editions 
in  England,  been  translated  into  the  German,  and  is 
now  travelling  on  an  extensive  tour  of  mercy  in  Eu 
rope. 

Her  paternal  grandfather  was  the  Rev.  Christo 
pher  Godfrey  Peters,  a  minister  of  the  Moravian 
church  Joseph  G.  Peters,  his  son,  married  Arabella 
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R.  Butler,  and  Anzonetta  Rebecca  was  their  eldest 
child.  She  was  born  in  the  city  of  New  York,  May 
21,  1815. 

The  only  striking  peculiarities  that  marked  her 
early  years,  now  recollected  by  her  friends,  were 
quickness  of  temper,  uncommon  sprightliness  of  mind, 
great  physical  activity,  and  strong  affections.  In  re 
lation  to  this  period  of.  her  life  her  mother  remarks, 
"  She  was  full  of  animation  and  spirits.  She  walked, 
or  rather  ran  alone,  when  eight  months  old  ;  and 
after  she  had  once  gained  the  use  of  her  feet,  she  was 
seldom  off  from  them  while  awake.  All  her  move 
ments  were  rapid,  and  her  activity  beyond  any  thing 
I  have  ever  witnessed.  This  activity  invariably  at 
tracted  the  notice  of  strangers  :  it  was  of  so  restless 
and  ceaseless  a  character,  that  some  have  supposed  it 
induced  disease,  and  was  remotely  the  cause  of  her 
early  and  premature  death." 

She  possessed,  naturally,  a  violent  temper,  and 
evinced  much  self-will  and  pertinacity  of  disposition. 
Her  mother,  often,  was  obliged  to  spend  hours  over 
her,  to  prevail  upon  her  to  yield.  She  was  also  im 
patient  of  control.  She  wished  to  have  her  own  way. 
If  a  single  inch  was  conceded  to  her,  it  seemed  im 
possible  to  bring  her  into  a  state  of  submission.  But 
in  her  fifth  year,  there  was  a  marked  change  in  her 
temper.  She  had  always  possessed  strong  affections, 
and  they  now  seemed  to  gather  fresh  vigor  to  control 
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the  -waywardness  of  her  nature,  and  to  induce  docil 
ity,  gentleness,  and  ready  obedience  to  parental  au 
thority.  Though  she  still  needed  discipline,  and 
sometimes  reproof — though  there  were  occasional 
returns  of  self-will — her  mother  has  no  recollection 
of  having  had  to  reprove  her  for  peevishness,  irrita 
bility,  or  ill  temper,  after  this  period.  A  single  word, 
or  a  decided  expression  of  her  mother's  determination, 
would  lead  her  to  an  entire  acquiescence  with  her 
wishes. 

Before  she  had  attained  the  age  of  four  years,  her 
father  was  removed  by  death,  in  consequence  of  which 
event,  the  family  was  broken  up,  and  Anzonetta 
passed  some  years  away  from  the  watchful  care  of 
her  mother. 

Anzonetta  possessed  naturally  an  affectionate  dis 
position,  and  succeeded  usually  in  attracting  those 
who  knew  her  to  herself.  When  she  was  yet  but 
five  years  old,  her  paternal  grandmother  expressed 
a  strong  wish  to  see  her  before  she  was  gathered 
unto  her  fathers.  Her  place  of  residence  had  been 
for  a  long  time  at  Bethlehem,  Pennsylvania,  one  ol 
the  settlements  of  the  United  Brethren.  Arrange 
ments  were  made  to  carry  Anzonetta  there,  to  receive 
the  dying  blessing  of  her  venerable  relative.  But 
before  she  reached  the  brethren's  settlement,  the  re 
leased  spirit  of  this  aged  disciple  had  winged  its  way 
to  the  mansions  of  the  blessed.  Anzonetta,  however, 
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was  received  with  great  cordiality  by  her  uncle  and 
aunt,  and  remained  with  them  two  years. 

In  their  letters  to  her  mother,  they  constantly 
spoke  of  her  as  a  dutiful  and  affectionate  child.  In 
one  of  her  aunt's  letters,  dated  May  19,  1S21,  she 
says,  "Anzonetta  is  busily  employed  preparing  for 
the  examination.  She  regrets  that  you  will  not  be 
present  on  that  occasion,  but  desires  me  to  copy  the 
piece  that  she  will  recite.  I  wish  you  could  hear  her 
rehearse  it,  for  she  repeats  it  very  sweetly.  It  is  a 
child's  prayer  to  Jesus. 

"  Blessed  Jesus,  from  on  high 

Look  upon  a  helpless  child ; 
Hear  my  feeble,  artless  cry : 

Jesus,  make  my  actions  mild. 
Mild  as  Bethlehem's  sweetest  Babe, 

Full  of  love  and  grace  divine, 
Clothe  me  with  thy  shining  robe, 

And  to  heaven  my  heart  incline. 
As  I  grow  in  age  and  size, 

More  like  Jesus  may  I  be ; 
Then  at  death  to  glory  rise, 
And  the  gracious  Saviour  see." 

After  an  absence  of  more  than  two  years,  Anzo- 
jrxjtta  received  a  visit  from  her  mother,  brother,  and 
sister  at  Bethlehem.  Arrangements  were  then  made 
for  her  to  return  with  them  to  New  York.  It  was 
late  in  the  fall  before  they  started  on  their  journey. 
During  this  journey,  Mrs.  Peters  was  delighted  to 
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observe  in  Anzonetta  evidences  of  a  heart  capable 
of  exercising  strong  and  deep  affections.  They  left 
Bethlehem  in  an  open  carriage  early  in  the  morning, 
while  the  stars  were  yet  visible.  A  light  snow  had 
fallen,  enshrouding  the  earth  in  one  extended  sheet 
of  white.  The  air  was  keen  and  piercing.  The 
younger  children  gave  full  vent  to  their  feelings,  for 
they  were  suffering  in  no  slight  degree  from  the  cold. 
But  Anzonetta  acted  a  most  womanly  part,  soothing 
their  cries,  and  encouraging  them  with  the  expecta 
tion  of  soon  reaching  a  warm  and  sheltered  retreat. 
Though  but  about  seven  years  old,  her  attentions 
upon  her  mother,  whose  health  was  delicate,  during 
the  whole  journey,  were  most  assiduous  and  unwea 
ried,  and  evincive  of  the  warmest  affection,  and  of  a 
most  commendable  spirit  of  self-sacrifice. 

After  her  return  to  New  York,  she  spent  a  portion 
of  her  time  in  such  little  domestic  occupations  as 
were  suited  to  her  capacity.  Her  mother  remarks, 
that  she  was  perpetually  inclined  to  do  many  things 
beyond  her  strength,  not  for  the  sake  of  praise,  but 
because  she  loved  to  be  employed.  This  subsequent 
ly  became  a  striking  feature  in  her  character ;  she 
could  not  bear  to  be  idle.  Industry  and  diligence 
marked  her  course  through  life.  And  let  me  here 
say,  that  they  who  desire  to  rise  to  great  moral  ex 
cellence,  must,  like  her,  cultivate  the  habit  of  improv 
ing  every  moment  of  time. 
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At  this  period  of  her  life  she  was  remarkably  se 
date,  timid,  and  reserved.  She  had  always  been 
diffident,  but  now  her  timidity  became  excessive. 
These  traits  were  in  a  measure  constitutional,  and 
were  never  completely  subdued.  In  the  presence  of 
those  that  were  not  of  her  immediate  family,  she  was 
uncommonly  sedate  and  taciturn.  In  her  moments 
of  quietude,  the  features  of  her  countenance,  which 
were  delicate  and  well  formed,  bore  a  meek  arid  pen 
sive  look.  But  when  she  was  engaged  in  play,  into 
which  none  entered  with  higher  zest,  her  counte 
nance  put  on  an  expression  of  glee  and  merriment. 

Her  constitution  was  evidently  infirm.  Her  mothei 
remarks,  "Between  eight  and  twelve  she  had  fre 
quent  attacks  of  severe  illness.  After  one  of  those 
diseases  incident  to  childhood,  she  was  lame  four 
months.  Then  she  was  attacked  with  an  affection 
in  the  throat  which  threatened  life,  and  obliged  her 
to  relinquish  her  school  exercises  for  six  months. 
Shortly  after  this,  she  was  seized  with  such  severe 
paroxysms  of  pain  in  the  head,  that  nothing  but  the 
most  powerful  remedies  proved  effectual  in  relieving 
them,  and  those  only  for  a  short  time.  I  feared  the 
consequence,  as  she  would  often  beat  her  head  against 
some  hard  substance  near  her  to  lull  the  pain.  At 
times,  she  would  bear  her  sufferings  with  great  equa 
nimity,  and  at  others,  the  irritability  of  her  nervous 
system  became  excessive,  and  her  temper  would  show 
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strong  symptoms  of  its  former  impatience.  She  had 
scarcely  recovered  from  this  when  she  was  attacked 
with  other  complaints  that  kept  her  an  invalid  for 
two  or  three  years.  In  every  attack,  her  head  was 
the  principal  seat  of  suflering.  Books,  and  every 
thing  that  required  mental  effort,  had  then  to  be 
thrown  aside." 

These  facts,  in  relation  to  Anzonetta's  infirm  and 
feeble  health  during  the  days  of  her  childhood,  may 
account  in  some  measure  for  an  irritability  of  temper 
which  she  then  not  unfrcquently  exhibited.  As  she 
grew  up,  she  began  to  exhibit  several  striking  and 
prominent  traits  of  character.  One  was  great  neat 
ness,  and  an  unfailing  attention  to  the  decorum  of 
things.  Every  thing  to  which  she  put  her  hand  bore 
the  mark  and  impress  of  this. 

Another  was  a  strong  tendency  to  do  every  thing 
she  did  in  a  very  systematic  manner.  The  principle 
of  order  seemed  to  hold  a  conspicuous  place  in  her 
mind.  There  was  system  and  method  in  all  that  she 
did.  Every  thing  that  she  touched  was  put  in  its 
proper  place. 

A  third  characteristic  was  great  decision,  and  per 
severance  in  whatever  she  undertook.  This  was  ob 
servable  in  the  prosecution  of  her  studies.  Her  health 
was  such  that  they  were  frequently  interrupted.  She 
never  could  get  a  lesson  without  long  and  painful 
application.  But  what  she  had  once  attained  she 
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was  perfect  mistress  of.  She  applied  herself  with 
great  assiduity  to  whatever  she  undertook,  and  sel 
dom  desisted  from  her  eflbrts  till  she  attained  her 
object.  The  following  incident  is  related  in  illustra 
tion  of  this  feature  of  her  character. 

"While  yet  a  child,  being  under  the  instruction  of  a 
lady  to  whom  she  was  greatly  attached,  one  of  the 
duties  assigned  her  in  the  school  was  the  drawing  of 
a  map,  which  was  to  be  completed  before  a  particu 
lar  day,  on  which  the  examination  occurred.  This 
was  not  to  constitute  any  part  of  her  business  during 
school  hours,  but  was  to  be  done  at  home.  She  had 
labored  indefatigably  upon  it  every  leisure  moment, 
for  a  considerable  period.  When  it  was  nearly  com 
pleted,  she  discovered  some  errors,  which,  although 
not  of  a  material  character,  would  nevertheless  mar 
its  perfection.  The  period  of  examination  was  at 
hand.  There  was  only  one  intervening  day  previous 
to  the  time  appointed  for  the  exhibition  of  her  work. 
Though  the  time  was  so  short,  she  immediately  be 
gan  drawing  another  map,  and  did  not  desist  from 
her  labor  until  it  was  completed.  Her  unbending 
determination  to  prosecute  this  work  to  its  comple 
tion,  arose  not  from  the  hope  of  rivalling  others,  but 
from  an  unconquerable  desire  to  finish  whatever  she 
commenced.  In  this  instance,  she  regarded  her  com 
petitors  as  so  decidedly  her  superiors,  that  the  prin 
ciple  of  emulation  had  no  room  to  act  upon  her  feel 
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ings.  Her  teacher  was  not  aware  in  how  short  a 
time  this  work  had  been  accomplished.  When  all 
the  other  young  misses  had  brought  in  their  maps,  to 
the  great  astonishment  of  Anzonetta,  hers  was  re 
garded  as  the  first  production  in  the  school,  and  to  it 
was  awarded  the  premium. 

After  Anzonetta  reached  her  twelfth  year,  she  en 
joyed  better  health  and  greater  buoyancy  of  spirits 
than  she  had  previously  done.  Though  she  had 
learned  in  a  measure  to  suppress  her  quick  and  im 
petuous  feelings,  yet  occasionally,  when  any  thing 
thwarted  her  wishes,  there  might  be  seen,  from  the 
flashing  of  her  eye,  and  the  sudden  flush  of  her  cheek, 
evidences  of  highly  excited  emotions.  Still,  there 
was  an  evident  effort  on  her  part  to  subdue  this  con 
stitutional  tendency. 

She  was,  from  her  earliest  years,  a  child  of  the 
strictest  veracity.  Her  mother  could  place  the  most 
implicit  confidence  in  whatever  she  told  her.  She 
had  ever  been  taught  to  fear  God  and  love  the  truth. 

About  this  period,  Anzonetta  evinced  considerable 
pride  in  relation  to  her  apparel.  Her  taste  did  not 
lead  her  to  choose  gay  and  brilliant  colors,  but  arti 
cles  of  rich  and  costly  materials,  wnich  were  made 
and  kept  with  great  neatness  and  care.  These  ideas 
and  habits  of  neatness  with  Anzonetta  extended  to 
every  thing — her  person,  her  room,  her  wardrobe,  her 
books,  and  every  thing  about  her.  Often  when  oth 
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ers  had  arranged  her  things,  she  could  not  be  satis 
fied  till  every  individual  thing  had  received  a  retouch 
from  her  hands. 

Her  mother  remarks,  "  At  this  period  she  would 
have  been  fond  of  dancing,  if  she  had  had  an  oppor 
tunity  of  indulging  in  it.  But  I  thought  it  wrong 
for  Christian  parents  to  permit  their  children  to  ac 
quire  a  taste  in  the  dancing-school,  for  an  amusement 
in  which  they  could  not  indulge  without  becoming 
devoted  to  the  sinful  vanities  of  the  world." 

These  were  precisely  the  views  of  Anzonetta  after 
her  conversion.  After  she  had  once  "  tasted  the  good 
word  of  God,"  and  felt  "  the  powers  of  the  world  to 
come" — after  she  had  once  drunk  the  waters  of  sal 
vation,  and  knew  the  sweetness  of  communion  with 
God,  she  used  to  express  her  astonishment  that  any 
one  could  find  pleasure  in  "  the  giddy  mazes  of  the 
dance,"  and  especially  any  who  had  placed  them 
selves  under  the  bonds  of  the  covenant. 

Anzonetta's  state  of  health,  during  her  early  years, 
impeded  her  progress  in  her  education.  Still,  by  dint 
of  perseverance,  she  pushed  her  way  forward,  and 
acquainted  herself  with  almost  every  department  of 
knowledge  usually  attended  to  by  young  ladies  in  the 
circles  in  which  she  moved.  In  her  intellectual 
training,  her  mother  was  very  anxious  that  she  should 
be  continually  under  the  instruction  of  persons  of 
deep  and  devoted  piety.  She  knew  that  teachers 
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have  great  power  over  their  pupils,  and  she  wished 
to  have  all  the  influences  around  her  child  holy  and 
heavenly. 

Mrs.  Peters  thought  it  of  great  importance  to  have 
the  Sabbath  sanctified  in  her  dwelling.  Her  chil 
dren  were  taught  to  keep  it  holy.  Her  own  account 
of  the  matter  is  as  follows  :  "  I  wished  Anzonetta  to 
esteem  this  hallowed  day  a  delight — holy  and  hon 
orable.  A  part  of  the  interval  between  the  public 
services  of  the  sanctuary  was  spent  with  her  mother, 
sister,  and  brother,  in  searching  the  record  of  eternal 
life,  and  in  prayer.  My  children  l\new  that  it  was 
an  established  rule,  that  the  school-books  were  to 
form  no  part  of  this  day's  exercises — that  their  les 
sons  were  always  to  be  got  on  the  preceding  Satur 
day.  I  wished  them  to  understand,  that  the  Lord's 
time  was  holy  time,  and  it  was  sacredly  devoted  to 
religious  instruction.  On  one  occasion,  when  Anzo 
netta  was  about  ten  years  old,  her  lessons  being  be 
hindhand,  she  brought  out  her  books  on  Sunday.  A 
look  convinced  her  that  it  would  not  do.  She  was 
very  anxious  to  have  her  lessons,  and  begged  me  to 
indulge  her  in  this  one  instance.  I  was  inflexible, 
and  the  request  was  never  repeated." 

Anzonetta's  reverence  for  the  Sabbath  continued 
through  life.  Some  thought  her,  after  she  became 
a  subject  of  divine  grace,  too  strict  in  her  observance 
of  that  holy  day.  This  strict  observance  resulted  in 
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part  from  the  force  of  habit ;  but  more  from  her  love 
of  spiritual  employments,  and  whatever  promised  to 
bring  her  nearer  to  God.  There  was  no  legal  or 
Pharisaical  spirit  in  her  observance  of  the  Sabbath. 
She  called  the  Sabbath  "  a  delight,  the  holy  of  the 
Lord,  honorable  ;  and  she  honored  him,  not  doing 
her  own  ways,  nor  finding  her  own  pleasure,  nor 
speaking  her  own  words." 

The  preceding  incidents  connected  with  Anzonet- 
ta's  childhood,  are  all  that  are  deemed  necessary  to 
introduce  the  reader  to  an  acquaintance  with  her 
when  she  began  to  lift  her  eyes  from  earth,  and  look 
to  heaven  as  her  home — when  she  began  to  turn 
away  from  all  human  guides,  and  sit  as  a  YOUNG 
DISCIPLE  at  the  feet  of  Jesus.  It  is  the  character  that 
was  formed  and  unfolded  under  the  power  of  the 
divine  Spirit,  that  we  wish  particularly  to  exhibit. 
"We  wish  the  reader  to  trace  the  first  dawnings  of 
heavenly  light  upon  her  mind,  and  to  see  the  steps 
by  which  she  ascended  to  that  close  and  elevated 
communion  w^th  God  which  seemed  to  throw  such  a 
heavenly  lustre  around  her  last  days. 

Mrs.  Peters  found  it  extremely  difficult  to  ascertain 
what  Anzonetta's  feelings  and  reflections  were,  be 
cause  of  her  peculiarly  taciturn  habits.  In  reference 
to  this,  she  remarks,  "  When  I  engaged  in  prayer 
and  reading  the  Scriptures  with  my  children,  con 
necting  with  the  exercise  familiar  expositions,  and 
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introducing  plain  and  simple  illustrations,  the  others 
were  delighted,  would  ask  many  questions,  and  never 
Beem  weary.  Anzonetta  was  silent :  sometimes  she 
Beemed  indifferent,  and  seldom  or  never  deeply  inter 
ested.  Her  Bible  lesson  was  uniformly  learned,  and 
her  catechism  regularly  committed  to  memory.  I 
never  had  to  remind  her  that  these  studies  were  to  be 
attended  to.  She  was  always  prepared  at  the  time 
appointed  for  recitation,  yet  her  heart  seemed  totally 
unaffected.  I  could  elicit  nothing  from  her  to  satisfy 
me  that  she  had  any  further  thought  or  interest  than, 
the  mere  business  of  committing  the  words  to  mem 
ory.  Her  attention  was  sometimes  directed  to  relig 
ious  subjects  by  her  instructor  at  school  in  the  way 
of  writing  composition,  and  she  would  then  frequently 
make  inquiries  to  obtain  information  to  enable  her  to 
perform  her  task.  Beyond  this  I  have  no  recollection 
of  her  asking  any  questions  in  relation  to  the  things 
of  eternity." 

In  the  summer  of  1827,  when  Anzonetta  had 
reached  her  thirteenth  year,  a  daughter  of  the  lady 
whose  school  she  was  attending  was  arrested  in  the 
morning  of  her  days,  and  consigned  to  the  mansions 
of  the  dead.  This  sudden  and  affecting  death  made 
a  deep  and  evident  impression  upon  her  mind.  Ever 
after  this  she  appeared  more  thoughtful  and  sedate. 
During  the  following  winter  these  serious  impressions 
were  manifestly  deepened  ;  she  was  often  seen  with 
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her  Bible  in  her  hand,  and  the  watchful  eye  of  an 
anxious  mother  marked  with  no  slight  interest  the 
fact,  that  at  particular  times  each  day  she  retired  to 
her  room  to  commune  with  God  in  secret.  Still,  all 
her  silent  musings,  reflections,  and  feelings  were 
locked  up  in  the  deep  recesses  of  her  own  bosom. 
When  reminded  of  her  obligations  to  God,  and  the 
importance  of  immediate  repentance,  she  made  no 
reply,  but  remained  silent  and  attentive.  Her  friends 
at  this  time  observed  that  her  brow  was  frequently 
shaded  with  thoughtfulness  and  care ;  but  no  one 
knew  the  cause. 

Mrs.  Peters  spent  the  winter  of  1829,  with  Anzo- 

netta,  in  her  sister  D 's  family,  which  had  for 

several  years  previous  been  regarded  by  Anzonetta  as 
her  home.  Jane,  a  female  who  had  for  a  long  period 
been  resident  in  this  or  some  one  of  the  branches  of 
Mr.  Butler's  family,  sometimes  in  the  capacity  of  a 
nurse,  and  at  others  in  that  of  an  upper  domestic, 

was  at  this  time  taken  severely  ill  at  Mr.  D 's. 

Jane  had  ever  been  faithful  in  the  discharge  of  her 
duties.  She  was  decidedly  pious,  and  had  maintained 
a  uniform  course  of  exemplary  conduct.  She  had 
watched  over  the  cradle  of  Anzonetta,  and  ministered 
to  her  infantile  wants.  And  now  that  she  was  la 
boring  under  a  fatal  malady,  it  was  a  debt  of  grati 
tude  incumbent  upon  Anzonetta  to  care  for  her.  Nor 
Mras  she  unmindful  of  this  obligation.  She  and  her 
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mother  were  unwearied  in.  their  attention  and  efforts 
to  minister  to  the  comfort  of  Jane. 

Anzonetta  was  absent  at  the  time  Jane's  spirit 
departed,  but  she  came  in  shortly  after  this  solemn 
event.  As  she  entered  the  chamber  of  death,  deep 
seriousness  sat  depicted  upon  every  feature.  There 
were  no  visible  indications,  however,  of  strong  or 
violent  emotion.  It  was  the  first  time  that  death 
had  ever  entered  the  dwelling  of  which  she  was  an 
inmate. 

Knowing  her  natural  timidity,  her  mother  sup 
posed  that  she  would  hastily  retire  from  this  scene 
of  death.  In  this,  however,  she  was  mistaken.  Al 
though  under  a  previous  engagement  to  spend  the 
evening  with  a  circle  of  her  school  companions,  at 
the  house  of  their  instructress — a  privilege  which 
under  ordinary  circumstances  she  would  have  been 
very  unwilling  to  forego — Anzonetta  at  once  deter 
mined  to  relinquish  the  anticipated  pleasure.  It 
was  evident  that  nothing  could  tear  her  from  this 
scene. 

When  the  last  lingering  ray  of  twilight  had  faded 
into  darkness,  it  so  happened  that  a  friend  of  Jane's 
and  Anzonetta  were  the  only  persons  in  the  room 
with  the  corpse.  At  length  this  friend  left  the  room, 
and  went  down  to  obtain  a  light,  expecting  that  An 
zonetta  would  follow  her.  She  was  unexpectedly 
detained  for  some  time  below  stairs,  and  when  she 
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returned,  to  her  great  surprise  she  found  Anzonetta 
still  in  the  room  enveloped  in  deep  darkness,  and 
sitting  in  silence  by  the  side  of  the  unbreathing  body 
of  the  dead,  apparently  wrapped  in  meditation.  Her 
aunt  soon  entered,  and,  equally  surprised,  spoke  of 
the  loneliness  of  the  room,  and  begged  Anzonetta  to 
go  to  the  parlor,  where  the  family  were  assembled. 

She  replied,  "  No,  aunt,  I  had  rather  remain  here. 
There  was  nothing  in  Jane's  death  to  awaken  fear. 
I  love  to  be  near  her  :  it  is  better  that  I  should  stay 
here." 

Anzonetta  and  her  mother  lodged  in  the  same 
room,  and  when  they  were  about  retiring,  Mrs.  Pe 
ters  took  occasion  to  speak  to  her  child  of  the  uncer 
tainty  of  life,  and  the  importance  of  seeking  an 
interest  in  Christ  while  in  health.  She  appeared 
thoughtful,  but  said  nothing.  She  was  restless,  and 
slept  but  little  through  the  night.  During  the  fol 
lowing  morning,  Mrs.  Peters  found  Anzonetta  fre 
quently  in  tears,  with  the  Bible  before  her.  She 
asked  her  the  cause  of  her  grief,  but  could  obtain  no 
answer.  The  next  day  being  Sunday,  Anzonetta 
accompanied  her  mother  to  St.  John's  church.  The 
subject  brought  before  them  by  the  preacher  was 
death.  It  seemed  singularly  adapted  to  the  state  of 
Anzonetta's  feelings  ;  and  her  mother  could  not  but 
pray,  during  the  whole  sermon,  that  the  Holy  Spirit 
might  fasten  the  truth  upon  her  heart  and  conscience. 
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Jn  the  course  of  the  sermon,  the  preacher  fell  into  a 
train  of  remark  not  unlike  the  following : 

"  Were  the  destroying  angel  this  day  commissioned 
to  pass  through  our  city,  and  smite  down  with  tho 
withering  stroke  of  death  all  those  who  have  not 
been  sprinkled  with  the  blood  of  cleansing — were  he 
to  go  from  street  to  street,  and  from  house  to  house, 
and  remove  from  the  circles  of  the  living  all  who 
have  no  lot  nor  part  in  Christ,  doubtless  in  every 
dwelling  through  this  extended  city  there  would  be 
heard  the  sound  of  lamentation  and  mourning." 

During  these  remarks,  Anzonetta  appeared  greatly 
agitated  and  distressed.  She  moved  along  on  the 
seat  nearer  to  her  mother,  and  looked  up  imploringly 
into  her  face,  as  though  appealing  to  a  mother's  pro 
tection.  How  unavailing  is  all  the  help  that  even 
a  mother  can  afford  to  her  child,  against  the  awful 
stroke  of  the  destroying  angel.  In  that  hour  we  shall 
find  that  none  but  Christ — none  but  Christ  can  save. 

Mrs.  Peters  and  Anzonetta  went  home,  walking 
silently  by  each  other's  side.  But  as  soon  as  they 
reached  the  house,  Anzonetta's  emotions  became  too 
violent  to  be  any  longer  suppressed.  She  went  di 
rectly  to  her  room,  flung  herself  into  a  chair,  and  for 
a  little  while  gave  free  vent  to  her  feelings.  Never 
did  a  human  creature  weep  more  bitterly.  At  length 
she  remarked  to  her  mother,  who  had  followed  her 
to  her  room, 
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"  I  feel  that  I  am  a  great  sinner  in  the  sight  ol 
God  :  I  have  done  nothing  but  sin  from  the  day  of 
my  birth  until  now.  "What  can  I  do  ?  I  am  afraid 
to  die,  and  yet  death  may  be  at  the  very  door." 

Her  mother  asked,  "  How  long,  my  dear  child, 
have  you  had  these  views  and  impressions?" 

She  replied,  "  I  have  been  distressed  at  times  on 
account  of  sin  for  several  years,  but  I  always  strove 
to  get  rid  of  such  painful  feelings.  Whenever  my 
mind  has  been  thus  awakened,  I  have  been  led  to 
think  seriously  of  God  and  eternity  for  a  little  while, 
to  read  my  Bible,  and  try  to  pray  ;  but  soon  my  im 
pressions  would  wear  off,  and  I  again  relapsed  into 
a  state  of  indifference  and  carelessness.  At  one  time 
during  the  summer,  I  was  slightly  indisposed ;  I  threw 
myself  on  the  bed,  and  to  divert  my  thoughts,  took 
up  a  novel  with  the  intention  of  reading  it.  I  had 
read  but  a  little  way,  when  there  darted  into  rny 
mind  these  solemn  words,  T/ic  day  of  the  Lord  is  at 
hand.  Had  some  angel  voice  uttered  these  words 
in  my  hearing,  it  could  not  have  produced  a  more 
startling  effect,  or  have  left  a  more  vivid  impression 
•m  my  mind.  I  threw  the  book  from  me  ;  it  was 
the  first  and  last  novel  that  I  ever  attempted  to  read. 
I  thought,  that  if  the  day  of  the  Lord  was  at  hand, 
that  was  no  book  to  prepare  my  mind  for  the  awful 
scenes  it  would  disclose.  Those  words  continued  to 
sound  in  my  ear.  Sometimes  when  I  was  at  school, 
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in  the  act  of  reciting  a  lesson,  the  echo  would  seem 
to  come  upon  me  with  a  power  I  could  not  resist — 
The  day  of  the  Lord  is  at  hand.  At  times  Thave 
been  so  much  affected  with  this  solemn  thought,  that 
I  knew  not  how  to  go  on  with  my  recitation.  At 
other  times,  the  impression  seemed  to  fade  away, 
and  became  altogether  erased  from  my  memory,  so 
that  I  felt  as  thoughtless  and  indifferent  as  ever. 
But  when  Jane  was  called  into  eternity,  these  recol 
lections  were  revived  with  overwhelming  power.  I 
felt  that  I  had  been  disobedient  to  the  heavenly 
voice  ;  death  seemed  to  put  on  new  terrors,  and  to 
stand  directly  in  my  path.  I  thought  much  of  Jane's 
departure.  I  reflected  that  she  was  a  Christian — 
that  she  had  loved  and  served  her  Saviour — that  she 
was  happy  even  on  a  sick  and  dying  bed,  and  had 
now  gone  to  the  '  rest  which  remaineth  for  the  people 
of  God.'  I  then  asked  myself,  '  "What  is  my  state  ? 
Were  I  summoned  to  the  bar  of  a  pure  and  holy  God, 
how  could  I  stand  up  and  render  in  my  account.'  I 
looked  back  upon  my  past  life,  and  could  not  find  a 
single  act  which  I  thought  would  please  God.  I 
had  done  nothing  but  sin.  I  was  overwhelmed  with 
fear,  and  filled  with  alarm,  lest  he  should  cut  me 
down  in  the  midst  of  my  disobedience  and  guilt. 
These  thoughts  still  occupy  my  mind ;  I  cannot  get 
rid  of  them.  I  am  afraid  to  go  to  sleep,  lest  I  should 
awake  in  eternity.  This  passage  of  Scripture,  also, 
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I  hear  sounding  in  my  ear  a  thousand  times  a  day  : 
'  It  is  appointed  unto  men  once  to  die,  but  after  this 
the  judgment.'  I  want  to  serve  God ;  but  I  feel 
something  within  me  rising  up  in  opposition  to  his 
authority,  and  prompting  me  to  rebellion.  What  a 
strange  heart  I  have ;  did  ever  any  one  have  such  a 
heart  before  ?" 

It  was  with  emotions  of  mingled  joy  and  grief, 
that  her  mother  listened  to  this  recital.  Joy,  that 
her  child  was  made  sensible  of  her  sinfulness  and 
need  of  salvation ;  grief,  that  sin  had  so  effaced  the 
image  of  God,  and  stamped  its  awful  visage  on  her 
soul.  She  spent  the  whole  afternoon  with  her  daugh 
ter  in  deeply  interesting  conversation,  and  in  fervent 
supplications  to  the  throne  of  grace. 

From  earliest  infancy,  Anzonetta  had  been  taught 
that  she  was  a  sinner — that  her  heart  by  nature  was 
corrupt  and  inclined  to  evil.  Whenever  she  was 
guilty  of  any  overt  act  of  sin,  it  was  severely  repre 
hended,  and  she  was  solemnly  reminded  that  it  was 
displeasing  to  Almighty  God.  She  was  told,  that  sin 
was  the  thing  God  hated — that  to  make  atonement 
for  it,  required  the  blood  of  his  Son — that  it  was  only 
by  sincere  repentance  for  sin,  and  faith  in  the  blood 
of  Christ,  her  soul  could  be  accepted  of  God — that 
her  heart  must  be  cleansed  and  renewed  by  the 
Spirit  of  God,  before  she  could  do  any  thing  accepta 
ble  to  him — that  it  was  the  office  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
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first  to  convince  of  sin,  then  to  lead  us  to  hate  sin — 
that  the  Spirit  applied  the  blood  of  Christ  to  wash 
away  the  defilement  of  the  heart,  and  then  imparted 
grace  to  love  God  and  delight  in  his  commandments. 
She  had  read  her  Bible  with  care,  especially  during 
the  last  year.  She  had  attended  upon  catechetical 
instruction,  and  also  upon  a  preached  gospel,  with 
apparent  desire  to  understand  the  truth  ;  and  yet, 
when,  her  mother  came  to  converse  with  her  at  this 
time,  she  found  that  "  the  natural  mind  had  not  re 
ceived  the  things  of  the  Spirit  of  God."  The  light 
had  shone  around  her,  but  the  "  darkness  had  com 
prehended  it  not."  She  seemed  as  ignorant  of  the 
operations  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  as  if  she  had  never 
known  that  there  was  "a  Holy  Ghost."  Reverting 
to  her  spiritual  ignorance  at  this  period  on  her  death 
bed,  she  said, 

"  It  was  not  because  I  neglected  my  Bible  that  I 
then  walked  in  darkness  and  had  no  light.  I  did  not 
look  to  God  to  illumine  what  was  dark  in  me  \ 
did  not  know  that  I  needed 

'  ....  A  beam  of  light  divine, 
To  guide  my  upward  aim.' 
I  did  not  then  understand  that 

'  Reason  debased  could  never  find 

The  safe,  the  narrow  way  j' 
Or  that 

'  The  heart  unchanged  could  never  rise 
To  happiness  and  God.'  " 
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This  spiritual  darkness  in  which  Anzonetla's  mind 
was  involved,  clearly  shows,  that  after  parents  and 
ministers  have  done  all  they  can  to  enlighten  the 
mirid — after  they  have  often  exhibited  truth,  and 
held  it  up  to  the  view  by  every  mode  of  illustration — 
still,  unless  God  opens  the  understanding,  and  seals 
instruction  upon  the  heart,  their  words  will  fall 
powerless  upon  the  ear,  and  he  like  water  poured  on 
the  ground,  which  cannot  be  gathered  up  again. 

Mrs.  Peters  remarks, 

"  If  I  had  never  felt  the  need  of  the  influence  and 
operation  of  the  diyine  Spirit  till  now,  my  eyes,  I  am 
sure,  would  have  been  opened.  I  saw  that  all  I 
could  do  was  to  cast  myself  and  my  child  upon  the 
Lord.  I  felt  constrained  to  cry  aloud  and  unceasingly 
for  the  outpourings  of  his  divine  Spirit.  0,  how 
precious  then  was  that  promise  to  me,  If  any  of 
you  lack  wisdom,  let  him  ask  of  God,  who  giveth  to 
all  men  liberally,  and  upbraideth  not, ;  and  it  shall 
be  given  him." 

It  is  unquestionably  one  of  the  most  difficult  tasks 
that  was  ever  undertaken,  to  direct  a  mind  aright 
that  has  been  awakened  to  a  sense  of  its  own  guilt. 
On  the  one  hand,  there  is  danger  of  our  attempting 
to  administer  consolation  before  there  is  any  true 
submission  to  God — of  our  attempting  to  soothe  and 
comfort  the  wounded  spirit  when  it  is  torn  and  ago 
nized  by  its  own  desperate  struggles  to  break  away 
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from  the  convictions  of  truth.  When  this  is  done, 
the  awakened  sinner  is  lulled  into  a  false  peace,  and 
led  on  to  self-delusion  and  death.  And  on  the  other 
hand,  by  dwelling  too  much  upon  "  the  terrors  of  the 
Lord"  and  the  awful  nature  of  sin,  and  by  keeping 
the  promises  of  God  too  long  out  of  sight,  there  is 
danger  of  driving  the  troubled  soul  into  a  sort  of 
desperation,  that  prompts  to  a  reckless  abandonment 
of  salvation.  Ministers  and  parents  certainly  have 
great  need  of  divine  guidance  and  direction  while 
attempting  to  give  counsel  to  those  who  are  bowed 
down  under  the  terrors  of  an  awakened  conscience. 
Certain  it  is,  however,  that  if  we  look  to  God,  the 
great  fountain  of  wisdom  and  knowledge,  he  will 
illumine  what  is  dark  in  us,  and  make  us  "guides  to 
the  blind,  a  light  to  them  which  are  in  darkness, 
instructors  of  the  foolish,  and  successful  teachers  of 
babes." 

About  six  weeks  before  her  decease,  while  life  was 
fast  waning,  Anzonetta  remarked  to  her  mother, 

"  I  believe  the  Spirit  of  God  has  been  operating 
upon  my  heart  at  times  from  earliest  childhood. 
While  very  young,  I  often  experienced  sharp  reproofs 
of  conscience,  when  at  any  time  I  neglected  for  a 
single  day  the  reading  of  the  Scriptures,  or  the  oiler- 
ing  of  prayer  to  God.  One  of  these  occasions  I 
recollect  distinctly.  You  had  gone  on  a  visit  to  New 
Rochclle.  I  felt  for  some  reason  very  sad,  and  the 
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thought  came  into  my  mind,  that  the  best  way  to 
make  myself  happy  was  to  search  the  word  of  God 
more  diligently,  and  to  call  on  his  name  frequently 
in  prayer.  I  therefore  commenced  praying,  to  gain 
relief  to  my  burdened  mind ;  for  a  weight  seemed  to 
press  it  down.  But  soon  my  attention  was  diverted, 
and  in  a  short  time  all  my  good  resolutions  seemed 
to  melt  away  like  the  morning  mist. 

"  When  I  was  between  twelve  and  thirteen  years 
of  age,  I  had  sharp  and  frequent  compunctious  visit- 
ings,  on  account  of  my  neglect  of  duty.  I  had  not 
by  any  means,  neglected  altogether  prayer  and  the 
reading  of  the  Scriptures,  but  I  felt  condemned  for 
the  manner  in  which  I  had  performed  these  duties. 
There  had  been  no  heart  in  my  devotions.  I  had 
often  repeated  my  prayers  when  half  asleep,  or  when 
my  thoughts  were  upon  something  else.  And  now 
conscience  was  like  an  accusing  witness,  telling  me, 
as  with  a  voice  of  thunder,  that  I  had  insulted  the 
high  Majesty  of  heaven.  I  lay  one  night,  while 
thinking  of  this,  for  a  long  time  perfectly  agonized 
with  mental  distress.  I  attempted  to  pray,  and  offer 
up  my  devotions  from  the  heart,  and  thus  sought  to 
please  God  by  doing  better  than  I  had  done  before, 
vainly  supposing  that  this  would  make  my  peace 
with  him. 

"  Shortly  after  this,  Catherine  P died,  and  I 

felt  deeply  solemn,  when  I  looked  upon  her,  and  be- 


ANZONETTA  R.  PETERS.  29 

held  one  so  young  and  interesting  stretched  in  death. 
I  felt  happy,  however,  in  the  belief  that  she  was 
prepared  to  depart ;  and  could  not  but  think  it  was 
a  most  felicitous  circumstance  that  the  preparation 
had  not  been  postponed  to  a  dying  hour.  As  I  gazed 
upon  her  lifeless  corpse,  I  trembled  to  think  that  I 
might  soon  like  her  be  cut  suddenly  down,  and  rny 
hopes  be  for  ever  crushed. 

"  At  this  time,  the  preaching  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Van 
Vleck  particularly  arrested  my  attention.  At  times, 
I  felt  a  perfect  agony  of  mind  under  his  searching, 
solemn  appeals,  and  earnest  entreaties  to  the  impeni 
tent,  to  turn  from  chasing  the  phantoms  of  pleasure, 
and  to  make  God  their  everlasting  portion.  I  knew 
that  God  was  the  being  whom  I  must  serve,  if  I 
would  be  happy.  I  knew  that  he  required  the  horn 
age  of  my  heart.  But  the  thought  crossed  my  mind, 
that  if  my  heart  was  wholly  devoted  to  him,  I  should 
not  live  long ;  and  then  the  fear  of  death  came  in 
to  urge  me  to  dismiss  all  present  thoughts  of  giving 
my  heart  to  God.  No  one  can  conceive  the  struggles 
I  then  had,  on  the  one  hand,  with  my  wicked  rebel 
lious  heart,  which  was  altogether  unwilling  to  sub 
mit  to  the  authority  of  God,  and  on  the  other,  with 
the  fear  of  death,  and  the  convictions  of  duty.  The 
usual  result  of  my  fears,  when  excited,  was  to  lead 
me  to  resolve  to  seek  God  in  prayer.  The  great 
difficulty  was,  I  vainly  expected  that  God  would  at 
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once  take  away  all  my  troubles,  and  make  me  very 
happy.  Being  disappointed  in  this,  I  soon  neglected 
calling  on  his  name,  and  fell  back  into  my  former 
dead  state. 

"  You  can  scarcely  conceive  what  it  was  that  first 
fastened  abiding  convictions  on  my  mind.  You,  dear 

mother,  had  been  reading  to  Jane  S a  little 

narrative  of  a  youth  who  had  died  of  a  lingering 
disease,  and  was  sweetly  supported  by  divine  grace 
during  his  illness.  Jane,  at  this  time,  was  very  ill, 
The  story  was  deeply  affecting,  and  it  made  an  im: 
pression  upon  my  heart.  My  feelings  were  softened, 
and  I  was  ready  to  weep ;  but  I  had  still  so  much 
pride  in  my  unsubdued  heart,  that  I  was  ashamed  to 
show  my  feelings.  At  this  moment,  Jane  was  seized 
with  a  severe  paroxysm  of  pain,  and  you  went  to 
her  to  bathe  her.  But  she  declined  the  attention, 
saying, 

"  It  is  too  much  for  you  to  perform  such  an  office 
for  me.' 

"  To  which  you  replied,  '  I  may  soon  require  the 
same  act  of  kindness  from  another.' 

"That  remark  went  like  an  arrow  through  my 
heart.  I  thought,  how  true  it  is  that  I  too  may  soon 
be  laid  upon  a  bed  of  sickness  and  death.  I  spent  a 
sleepless  night.  Fears  were  at  this  time  aroused 
within  me,  that  were  never  removed  till  the  precious 
blood  of  sprinkling  was  applied  to  my  soul,  by  be- 
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lieving  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  These  fears  of 
death  and  judgment  were  greatly  augmented  by 
Jane's  decease.  The  anguish  that  I  endured  from 
March  until  the  following  winter  is  known  only  to 
God.  I  was,  during  all  that  period,  subject  to  bond 
age  through  fear  of  death.  I  believe  few,  brought 
up  as  I  was  under  the  very  shadow  of  the  cross, 
were  ever  so  long  in  going  to  Christ,  or  passed 
through  such  fiery  conflicts. 

"  I  can  plainly  see  the  hand  of  Providence  in  lead 
ing  rne  to  Christ  church  at  this  time.  The  minis 
trations  of  Mr.  C were  blessed  to  the  conversion 

of  my  heart.  It  was  through  his  preaching  that  my 
fears  were  removed,  and  my  soul  filled  with  the  love 
of  God.  I  was  led  to  come  to  Christ,  and  cast  my 
all  on  him.  I  was  taught  to  see  that  God  could  be 
just,  and  the  justificr  of  him  that  believeth  in  Jesus. 
And  while  I  was  emboldened  to  cast  my  all  on  the 
crucified  One,  I  was  made  to  see  and  know  that  He 
had  destroyed  him  that  had  the  power  of  death  ;  and 
that  an  everlasting  righteousness  had  been  brought 
in,  in  which  I  might  be  clothed,  and  be  found  at  last 
accepted  before  God.  I  then  looked  upon  God  as 
my  reconciled  heavenly  Father,  and  tasted  that  peace 
which  passeth  all  understanding." 
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CHAPTER  II. 

CONVERSION PROGRESSIVE    CHRISTIAN    EXPERIENCE. 

ANZONETTA'S  mind  bad  now  become  so  far  en 
lightened  tbat  she  began  to  realize  her  own  exceed 
ing  sinfulness.  She,  in  some  measure,  comprehended 
the  obligations  that  she  was  under  to  God.  She 
saw  that  his  law,  which  she  had  broken  times  with 
out  number,  was  holy,  and  just,  and  good.  The 
remembrance  of  these  violations  of  the  divine  law 
lay  heavy  upon  her  soul.  She  now  went  bending 
under  a  load.  But  this  load  she  was  not  willing  to 
cast  off  at  the  foot  of  the  cross  ;  in  other  words,  she 
was  not  yet  prepared  to  renounce  all  hope  in  herself, 
and  go  to  Jesus  as  a  perishing  one,  saying, 

u  In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling/' 

She  was  not  ready  to  give  herself  up  unconditionally 
to  God,  by  an  act  of  entire  submission.  Even  with 
that  gentle  nature  of  hers  there  was  linked  a  spirit 
of  rebellion  against  God — a  feeling  of  opposition  to 
the  divine  government — a  spirit  and  feeling  which 
nothing  short  of  Almighty  power  could  quell  or  sub 
due.  So  true  is  it,  that  previous  to  conversion,  there 
is  found  in  every  human  being  that  carnal  mind 
u-hich  is  enmity  against  God — a  heart  full  of  sin, 
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deceitful  above  all  things,  and  desperately  wicked ; 
and  that  nothing1  short  of  the  power  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  can  break  in  sunder  the  iron  fetters  in  which 
the  soul  is  bound.  During  this  period  she  often  said 
to  her  mother, 

"  I  wish  to  give  my  heart  to  God  ;  I  know  I  ought 
to,  but  I  find  so  much  opposition  within,  that  I  can 
not  submit.  I  am  afraid  some  dreadful  affliction  will 
have  to  be  laid  upon  me,  before  the  obduracy  of  my 
heart  can  be  subdued,  and  I  made  willing  to  surren 
der  all  into  the  hands  of  God.  When  I  try  to  engage 
in  prayer,  it  seems  as  though  there  was  some  invisi 
ble  but  powerful  influence  exerted  upon  my  mind, 
drawing  it  away  from  God.  It  seems  as  though  just 
then  some  malign  spirit  had  stepped  between  me  and 
my  Maker  to  cloud  my  mind,  and  prevent  my  pray 
ers  from  going  up  to  God.  Sometimes  I  am  filled 
with  fear  and  dread,  in  attempting  to  draw  near  the 
Most  High.  He  appears  to  me  too  holy  a  Being  for 
eo  polluted  a  creature  as  I  am  to  speak  to.  And 
when  I  try  to  think  of  the  Saviour's  blood,  as  that 
which  expiates  sin,  and  opens  a  new  and  living  way 
to  the  Eternal's  throne,  I  am  tempted  to  think  that 
that  blood  was  shed  for  every  one  except  me.  My 
great,  my  constant  fear  is,  that  God  may  call  me 
from  this  world,  while  I  am  still  in  this  rebellious, 
impenitent,  unpardoned  state." 

For  many  days  after  this,  her  distress  continued 
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and  increased.  The  broken  law  of  God  was  before- 
her  like  a  mountain  in  her  path,  and  she  knew  not 
how  to  get  over  it.  She  fell  into  a  legal  spirit,  and 
was  looking  for  works  to  recommend  her  to  the  divine 
favor.  She  was  trying  to  make  herself  worthy  of 
Christ.  She  was  laboring  under  the  error,  very  com 
mon  to  minds  in  this  stage  of  religious  experience, 
that  she  must  wait  until  she  had  certain  views  and 
feelings  before  she  attempted  to  embrace  Christ  or 
trust  his  promises.  In  fact,  she  was  looking  to  her 
self  for  some  qualification  with  which  to  approach 
the  Saviour — for  something  to  warrant  confidence  in 
him,  and  hope  of  acceptance  from  him.  She  did  not 
appear  yet  to  comprehend,  that  all  she  had  to  do  was 
to  believe,  and  then  she  would  obtain  an  interest  in 
all  the  blessings  of  the  covenant  of  grace.  Instead 
of  looking  to  Christ,  she  looked  to  herself.  In  her 
self  she  saw  nothing  but  rebellion,  and  sin,  and  op 
position  to  God's  law — and  though  she  often  groaned 
under  the  weight  that  pressed  upon  her  soul,  and 
would  exclaim, 

'•'0,  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone," 
she  had  not  yet  learned  to  "  lay  it  down  at  Jesus' 
feet." 

About  this  time,  her  health  became  so  delicate 
that  it  was  thought  expedient  that  she  should  leave 
school.  She  had  been  very  assiduous  in  her  applica 
tion  to  her  studies.  This,  in  connection  with  the 
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pressure  that  was  now  upon  her  spirits,  was  too  much 
for  her  frail  constitution.  It  is  not  wonderful,  there 
fore,  that  her  health  at  this  time  began  rapidly  to 
decline. 

To  try  the  effect  of  exercise,  and  a  change  of  air, 
she  accompanied  her  mother  up  the  North  river,  with 
a  view  of  spending  a  few  weeks  at  Dashville  Falls, 
a  little  country  village,  where  several  of  her  mater 
nal  uncloe  resided.  At  this  place  she  found  herself 
surrounded  by  all  the  enchantments  of  nature. 

Anzonetta  had  a  heart  that  was  alive  to  such 
scenery.  Often,  in  her  earlier  years,  had  she  stood 
and  gazed  upon  this  very  landscape,  till  lost  in  ad 
miration  and  rapture.  But  now,  her  eye  wandered 
over  this  splendid  panorama  of  nature's  works  with 
out  its  affecting  the  sensibilities  of  her  soul.  When 
she  went  into  the  fields,  and  rambled  amid  the  fra 
grance  of  the  new-mown  grass,  and  felt  the  breath 
of  the  soft  bland  air  fanning  her  temples,  and  saw 
all  things  around  her  joyous,  the  sorrow  of  her  heart 
was  not  in  the  slightest  degree  abated.  The  dread 
ful  frown  of  an  angry  God,  under  which  she  was 
walking,  cast  a  shade  over  every  object,  and  seemed 
to  darken  every  bright  sunny  spot  towards  which  she 
turned  her  eye  in  the  wide  field  of  nature's  works. 
All  these  inspiring  objects  in  the  glorious  landscape 
that  stretched  around  her,  did  not  divert  her  mind  for 
a  moment  from  the  subject  of  her  grief,  or  lighten  in 
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the  least  the  load  that  pressed  upon  her  heart.  The 
beauties  of  nature  could  not  awaken  a  single  throb  of 
delight  in  her  bosom,  as  long  as  she  felt  that  the  God 
of  nature  was  not  her  reconciled  heavenly  Father. 

At  this  time,  however,  she  seemed  earnestly  seek 
ing  divine  light.  She  arose  each  morning  with  the 
early  dawn,  to  lift  up  her  earnest  supplication  to  the 
Author  of  the  day,  and  the  Creator  of  the  sun,  that 
he  would  shine  into  her  heart  to  give  her  "  the  light 
of  the  knowledge  of  the  glory  of  God,  in  the  face  of 
Jesus  Christ ;"  that  he  would  graciously  withdraw 
from  her  his  frown,  and  filling  her  soul  with  divine 
peace  in  believing,  would  impart  to  her  an  evidence 
cf  her  acceptance  with  him. 

The  summer  had  nearly  passed  away,  and  yet  the 
same  dark  cloud  hung  over  her  mind.  Early  in  Sep 
tember  she  and  her  mother  returned  to  the  city. 
Anzonetta  appeared  very  little  improved  in  health  ; 
and  in  reference  to  her  spiritual  state,  she  still  seemed 
to  be  "  in  a  horrible  pit,  and  in  the  miry  clay."  In 
the  memoranda  of  Mrs.  Peters,  I  find  the  following 
record. 

"  On  her  return  to  the  city,  Anzonetta  occasional!) 
went  to  Christ  church,  where  many  had  been  re 
cently  aroused  to  the  consideration  of  the  things  that 
belonged  to  their  everlasting  peace.  She  soon  be 
came  deeply  interested  in  the  preaching,  and  ex 
pressed  herself  as  having  derived  great  satisfaction 
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from  the  religions  services  of  that  church.  I,  of 
course,  encouraged  her  going  there,  as  my  great  de 
sire  was  that  her  soul  might  be  enlightened  with  wis 
dom  from  on  high.  I  felt  perfectly  willing  to  leave 
to  God  the  instrumentality  which  he  should  employ 
in  the  accomplishment  of  this  object.  Her  attend 
ance  at  that  church  became  more  and  more  frequent. 
And  no  one  can  tell  the  satisfaction  I  experienced 
when  I  saw  going  forward  in  her  mind  a  gradual 
change  from  gloomy  fear  to  calm,  placid  seriousness. 
She  began  at  times  to  express  a  faint  and  trembling 
hope  that  God  had  pardoned  her  sins.  Her  faith, 
however,  was  still  like  '  the  bruised  reed  or  smoking 
flax.'  She  now  became  more  attentive  than  ever  to 
her  private  duties,  and  her  Bible  was  her  constant 
companion.  She  spoke  sometimes  of  the  communion, 
and  expressed  a  desire  to  partake  of  that  holy  ordi 
nance  ;  but  the  moment  she  had  given  utterance  to 
such  an  expression,  she  would  start  an  objection  on 
the  ground  of  her  want  of  the  requisite  qualifications. 
'  "When  I  make  a  public  dedication  of  myself  to  God,' 
she  would  say,  '  I  wish  the  feelings  of  my  heart  to  be 
in  entire  unison  with  this  external  act.  I  feel  that  it 
is  no  light  thing  to  make  an  open  and  solemn  profes 
sion  of  religion.  I  have  no  desire  to  be  a  mere  nomi 
nal  Christian.  God  certainly  requires  the  whole  heart, 
and  I  wish  to  give  him  my  whole  heart.  But,  alas, 
I  am  afraid  I  serve  him  more  from  fear  than  love.' 
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"  In  December,  1829,"  continues  this  record,  drawn 
up  by  Mrs.  Peters,  "  Anzonctta  began  to  attend  Christ 
church  regularly,  on  the  Sabbath  as  well  as  at  the 
weekly  lecture,  and  to  regard  it  as  her  church.  It 
was  about  the  same  period  that  a  series  of  discourses 
ivas  commenced,  addressed  to  the  impenitent.  In 
this  course  of  sermons,  death,  judgment,  and  eternity 
were  brought  vividly  to  view,  with  all  the  solemn 
realities  connected  with  them.  The  danger  of  delay 
in  the  work  of  repentance,  the  utter  hopelessness  of 
the  sinner's  case,  independent  of  divine  mercy  and  the 
finished  salvation  in  Christ,  were  brought  prominent 
ly  before  the  audience.  The  preacher  spoke  as  though 
he  '  kneiv  the  terrors  of  the  Lord.'  His  descriptions 
were  truly  terrific.  He  depicted  sin  in  such  colors 
that  I  greatly  feared  the  consequences  upon  Anzo- 
netta's  disturbed  mind.  But  how  short-sighted  was 
I.  These  discourses,  instead  of  driving  her  to  de 
spair,  drove  her  from  all  her  false  refuges  to  the  bo 
som  of  Christ.  She  now  indeed  '  fled  for  refuge  to 
lay  hold  upon  the  hope  set  before  her.'  She  gave 
herself  up  entirely  into  the  hands  of  the  great  Re 
deemer,  who  delivered  her  from  that  tormenting  fear 
which  had  so  long  held  her  in  bondage.  This  series 
of  discourses  was  followed  by  others,  happily  adapted 
to  her  state  of  mind.  The  most  solemn  and  affecting 
views  were  exhibited  of  the  love  of  God  in  Christ ; 
arid  the  boundless  compassion  of  Jesus  in  coming  on 
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the  errand  of  our  salvation,  and  giving  his  life  a  ran 
som  for  many.  The  plan  of  justification  by  faith 
was  luminously  set  forth,  arid  the  way  made  entirely 
plain  to  all  who  would  flee  to  the  stronghold  of  a 
Saviour's  righteousness.  Anzonetta  had  before  felt  a 
desire  to  devote  her  heart  to  God.  She  now  saw  the 
entire  reasonableness  of  making  a  full  surrender  of 
herself  into  the  hands  of  Him  who  had  bought  her 
with  his  blood.  Her  heart  was  filled  with  divine 
love,  and  she  felt  constrained  to  testify  her  gratitude 
in  the  ordinance  which  so  strikingly  sets  forth  the 
love  of  Christ.  Her  eye  was  now  fixed  in  admiring 
wonder,  and  with  adoring  gratitude,  upon  'God  in 
Christ  reconciling  the  world  unto  himself,  not  imput 
ing  their  trespasses  unto  them.'  She  felt  lost  in 
amazement  when  she  thought  of  that  astonishing 
condescension  in  the  Son  of  God,  whereby  he  con 
sented  to  be  '  made  sin  for  us,  that  we  might  be  made 
the  righteousness  of  God  in  him.' 

"  Though  I  had  frequently  accompanied  Anzonetta 
to  Christ  church,  I  did  not  deem  it  rny  duty  to  trans 
fer  my  connection  to  that  church,  or  leave  the  sanc 
tuary  where  I  had  long  been  fed  with  the  bread  of 
life.  Still,  I  thought  it  very  natural  that  she  should 
desire  to  connect  herself  with  the  people  among 
whom  God  had  opened  her  eyes  to  behold  the  won 
ders  of  redeeming  mercy.  Though  I  should  have 
been  happy  to  have  had  her  at  my  side  in  the  sane- 
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tuary  of  the  Lord,  I  did  not  think  it  right  to  throw 
the  least  obstacle  in  the  way  of  her  connecting  her 
self  with  Christ  church.  It  was  a  part  of  the  same 
family  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Under  all  the  cir 
cumstances,  I  felt  confident  that  the  spiritual  welfare 
of  my  child  would  be  promoted  by  her  connection 
with  that  church.  I,  therefore,  having  learned  her 
wishes,  recommended  her  to  have  an  interview  with 
the  Rev.  Mr.  C .  And  after  one  or  two  inter 
views,  to  my  great  delight,  Anzonetta  became  a  com 
municant  in  the  church." 

It  was  at  the  time  above  adverted  to,  that  the 
author's  first  acquaintance  with  the  religious  feelings 
of  the  subject  of  this  memoir  commenced.  Her 
appearance  was  uncommonly  interesting.  Her  form 
was  slender  and  delicate,  and  her  features  bore  an 
expression  of  unusual  feminine  sweetness.  She  was 
naturally  taciturn,  retiring,  and  diffident.  She  had 
come  to  speak  with  her  pastor  upon  the  concerns  oi 
her  undying  soul.  The  tear  of  contrition  glistened 
in  her  eye,  and  the  day-star  of  hope  had  shot  its  first 
glimmering  rays  athwart  her  darkened  mind.  It  was 
observable,  at  this  early  stage  of  her  religious  course, 
that  she  had  caught  a  view  of  the  beauty  of  holiness, 
and  was  panting  after  the  perfect  image  and  likeness 
of  Christ.  She  felt  an  earnest  desire  to  partake  of  the 
Lord's  supper ;  but  yet  seemed  ready  to  shrink  from 
such  an  approach  to  the  presence  of  her  Saviour. 
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She  appeared  to  have  the  most  humble  and  lowly 
views  of  herself.  "While  I  dwelt  upon  the  danger  of 
self-deception,  I  appealed  to  her  consciousness  to  know 
whether  she  hated  sin,  and  desired  above  all  other 
things  to  live  every  moment  so  as  to  please  God. 

"  If  I  know  my  own  heart,"  was  the  reply,  "  sin  is 
the  thing  which  my  soul  hateth,  and  there  is  nothing 
I  desire  in  comparison  with  '  walking  so  as  to  please 
God.'  I  wish  to  go  to  the  holy  supper  because  it  is  the 
command  of  the  Saviour,  binding  on  all  his  disciples, 
to  do  this  in  remembrance  ofliim.  I  fear  I  shall  dis 
please  him  if  I  do  not  go  ;  and  yet  I  feel  as  though 
I  was  altogether  too  unworthy  a  creature  to  receive 
those  holy  emblems  of  the  Redeemer's  dying  love." 

To  this  it  was  replied, 

"  You  do  not  go  to  that  supper  trusting  in  your 
own  worthiness,  or  relying  upon  your  own  righteous 
ness.  The  very  first  step  you  take,  if  you  go  under- 
standingly,  you  proclaim  to  the  world  that  you  have 
renounced  all  dependence  on  yourself,  and  that  you 
are  going  to  cast  your  undone  soul  on  the  infinite 
merits  of  Christ's  atonement.  When  you  go  to  the 
table  of  the  Lord,  you  go  to  the  feet  of  the  Saviour 
for  pardon  and  acceptance  through  his  blood  ;  and  he 
tells  you,  '  Him  that  cometh  unto  me,  I  will  in  110 
wise  cast  eut.'  This  is  the  only  ground  of  your  con 
fidence.  Take  this  promise  and  plead  it  when  you 
receive  the  memorials  of  his  death." 
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The  communion  was  celebrated  a  few  weeks  after 
this.  With  fear  and  trembling  Anzonetta  approached 
the  table  of  the  Lord5  and  as  she  knelt,  her  whole 
frame  shook  like  an  aspen  leaf.  With  a  tremulous 
hand  she  received  the  consecrated  memorials  of 
Christ's  broken  body  and  shed  blood.  This  public 
profession  of  her  faith  in  Christ  took  place  the  first 
Sabbath  in  February,  1830.  The  precise  state  of 
Anzonetta's  feelings  at  this  time  may  be  learned  from 
some  remarks  that  she  made  to  her  mother  about  a 
month  before  her  death.  She  observed, 

"  I  approached  with  fear  and  trembling.  I  was 
afraid  that,  after  all,  I  was  not  in  a  state  of  recon 
ciliation  with  God.  I  did  not  doubt  his  willingness 
to  receive  me,  but  the  sincerity  of  my  own  heart, 
and  the  integrity  of  its  purposes.  My  mind  was  dis 
turbed  throughout  the  day  with  the  fear  that  I  had 
done  wrong  in  coming  to  this  sacred  feast.  In  the 
evening  I  retired  to  my  room,  and  sat  down  upon  the 
little  bed-steps,  and  leaned  my  head  against  the  bed. 
I  had  retired  for  prayer  ;  but  my  heart  was  so  hard 
that  I  could  not  say  a  word.  I  tried  to  lift  up  my 
thoughts  to  God  ;  and  presently  a  ray  of  light  broke 
in  upon  my  dark  mind,  for  these  words  of  the  Sav 
iour  were  brought  to  rny  recollection  with  wonderful 
vividness  :  '  If  any  man  love  me,  he  will  keep  my 
commandments,  arid  my  Father  will  love  him,  and 
we  will  come  unto  him  and  make  our  abode  with 


ANZONETTA  R.  PETERS.  43 

him.'  These  words  seemed  to  banish  all  my  fears. 
I  felt  that  I  did  love  the  Saviour,  and  was  determined 
to  try  to  keep  his  commandments,  and  was  therefore 
enabled  to  lay  hold  of  the  promise.  It  was  the  first 
promise  I  ever  had  so  directly  brought  to  my  mind  ; 
and  I  then  felt  the  sweet  assurance  of  my  acceptance 
with  God.  I  had  many  seasons  of  delightful  com 
munion  with  the  Saviour  after  this.  But  after  a 
short  time,  for  several  weeks,  I  again  walked  with  a 
cloud  upon  my  soul.  After  I  approached  the  table 
of  the  Lord,  the  following  month,  my  enjoyments 
became  more  constant.  But  even  then  doubts  and 
fears  returned.  Well  might  it  have  been  said  to  me, 
'  0  tliou  of  little  faith f  wherefore  didst  thou  doubt  ?' 
Surely  the  Saviour,  who  reproved  Peter  for  his  want 
of  faith,  had  abundant  reason  to  rebuke  me." 

From  this  period — like  a  true  disciple  of  that  heav 
enly  Master,  who  said,  "  Take  my  yoke  upon  you  and 
learn  of  me,  for  I  am  meek  and  lowly  in  heart " — great 
humility  and  childlike  meekness  became  marked  and 
distinguishing  traits  in  Anzonetta's  character.  She 
seldom  spoke  of  herself,  unless  in  company  with  a 
single  Christian  friend  with  whom  she  was  inti 
mately  acquainted.  Sometimes,  in  the  presence  of 
her  mother,  or  one  of  the  few  companions  to  whom 
she  freely  unbosomed  herself,  she  would  give  utter 
ance  to  the  feelings  of  self-abasement  which  she  cher 
ished,  exclaiming  with  one  of  old,  "  /  am  vile — lam 
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vile."  Probably,  few  young  disciples  ever  had  a 
more  realizing  sense  of  the  depravity  of  their  hearts, 
or  more  perfectly  understood  what  is  meant  by  "  the 
exceeding  sirifulness  of  sin."  She  was  constantly 
standing  before  the  mirror  of  God's  word,  and  look 
ing  into  it  to  see  what  manner  of  person  she  was. 
There  she  saw  reflected  an  image  so  full  of  sin  and 
deformity,  that  she  was  led  almost  involuntarily  to 
exclaim,  I  abhor  myself.  In  that  glorious  mirror  of 
divine  truth,  too,  she  saw  the  beavity,  and  excellence, 
and  loveliness  of  the  holy,  blessed  God.  She  looked 
inwardly  upon  her  own  heart,  and  as  from  day  to 
day  she  attentively  observed  its  workings,  she  saw  it 
was  "  deceitful  above  all  things,  and  desperately 
wicked." 

For  a  while  she  fell  into  the  error  of  looking  too 
much  at  herself,  and  not  enough  to  Christ.  One  has 
judiciously  remarked,  that  "it  is  very  questionable 
whether  any  person  will  ever  obtain  comfort  by  mak 
ing  himself,  or  the  evidences  of  personal  religion,  the 
object  of  chief  attention.  All  hope  to  the  guilty 
creature  is  exterior  to  himself.  In  the  human  char 
acter,  even  under  Christian  influence,  sufficient  rea 
son  for  condemnation,  and  therefore  for  fear,  wiU 
always  be  found.  It  is  not  thinking  of  the  disease, 
or  of  the  mode  in  which  the  remedy  operates,  or  of 
the  description  given  of  these  things  by  others,  but 
using  the  remedy  itself,  that  will  <?jj?e/v  <i  ewe  The 
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Gospel  is  the  heavenly  appointed  balsam  for  all  the 
wounds  of  sin,  and  Jesus  is  the  great  Physician ;  it 
is  to  him,  and  to  his  testimony,  therefore,  as  the  rev 
elation  of  pardon  and  healing,  that  the  soul  must  be 
directed  in  all  the  stages  of  its  spiritual  career.  When 
the  glory  of  his  character  and  work  is  seen,  darkness 
of  mind  will  be  dissipated,  the  power  of  sin  will  be 
broken,  genuine  contrition  will  be  felt,  and  joy  and 
hope  will  fill  the  mind.  It  is  from  the  Saviour  and 
his  sacrifice  that  all  proper  excitement  in  religion 
must  proceed  ;  and  the  attempt  to  produce  that  ex 
citement  by  the  workings  of  the  mind  on  itself,  must 
inevitably  fail.  Self-examination,  to  discover  the 
power  of  truth  and  the  progress  of  principle  in  us,  is 
higlily  important ;  but  when  employed  with  a  view 
to  obtain  comfort  under  a  sense  of  guilt,  it  can  never 
succeed.  Nothing  but  renewed  application  to  tlie 
cross  can  produce  the  latter  effect."* 

It  is  remarked,  that  Baxter  in  the  latter  part  of 
his  life  used  to  say,  "  I  was  once  wont  to  meditate 
most  on  my  own  heart,  and  to  dwell  all  at  home. 
I  was  still  poring  over  either  my  sin,  or  wants,  or 
examining  my  sincerity.  But  now,  though  I  am 
greatly  convinced  of  the  need  of  heart  acquaintance 
and  employment,  I  see  more  need  of  higher  work, 
and  that  I  should  look  oftener  on  God,  and  Christ, 
and  heaven,  than  upon  my  own  heart.  At  home  I 
*  Orme's  Life  of  Baxter,  vol.  1,  p.  18. 
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can  find  distempers  to  trouble  me,  and  some  evi 
deuces  of  my  peace ;  but  it  is  above  that  I  most  find 
matter  of  delight,  and  joy,  and  love,  and  peace  itself. 
I  would,  therefore,  have  one  thought  at  home  on 
myself  and  sins,  and  many  thoughts  above  on  the 
amiable  and  beatifying  objects." 

Anzonetta's  mind  was  directed  to  Christ,  at  this 
time,  by  the  ministrations  of  the  sanctuary.  Her 
mother  remarks, 

"A  series  of  sermons  on  faith  was  the  means,  by 
the  accompanying  influence  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  of 
establishing  her  confidence  on  the  everlasting  Rock  ; 
and  she  was  now  enabled  to  take  hold  of  the  prom 
ises  of  God  in  Christ,  with  a  hope  which  was  as  an 
anchor  to  her  soul,  both  sure  and  steadfast.  The 
cross  of  Christ  now  became  all  her  theme.  The 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  which  cleanseth  from  all  sin, 
was  the  ground  of  all  her  pleading  before  her  Father's 
throne.  And  now  she  took  increasing  delight  in 
reading  the  Scriptures,  and  pouring  out  her  soul  in 
private  prayer.  Fear  first  drove  her  to  the  mercy- 
seat,  but  love — the  rich  love  of  God  shed  abroad  in 
her  heart — bound  her  with  a  golden  chain  to  that 
hallowed  spot.  She  tasted  of  the  full  sweetness  of 
communion  with  God,  and  found  it  a  rich  antepast 
of  heaven." 

Anzonetta's  growth  in  grace  was  rapid  and  unin 
terrupted.  Perhaps  few  in  the  present  age  have,  in 
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the  short  period  of  three  years,  attained  such  high 
maturity  in  all  the  Christian  graces  as  she  exhibited. 
For  this,  two  causes  may  be  assigned. 

The  Jirst  is  this.  At  the  very  outset  she  placed 
her  standard  high.  She  "  hungered  and  thirsted 
after  righteousness."  Her  soul  was  animated  with 
an  all-absorbing  desire  to  become  like  unto  the  Son 
of  God  in  purity  and  holiness.  She  looked  not  to 
Christians,  but  to  Christ,  for  a  pattern.  She  under 
stood  the  meaning  and  felt  the  force  of  the  declara 
tion,  "  Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart,  for  they  shall 
see  God." 

Secondly,  the  object  for  which  she  lived  and  la 
bored  was  to  be  holy.  With  her,  tlie  great  business 
of  life  u'cis  to  be  a  Christian — to  stand  approved  in 
the  sight  of  God.  Whatever  were  her  engagements 
ut  any  time,  she  never  forgot  that  she  was  acting 
beneath  the  all-searching  eye  of  God,  and  living  for 
eternity.  She  had  now  "  become  as  a  little  child." 
She  was  ready  to  sit  down  at  the  feet  of  Jesus  as  a 
learner.  She  daily  read  her  Bible  with  a  meek  and 
childlike  spirit,  lingering  over  every  verse  to  extract 
its  full  and  entire  meaning. 

She  greatly  prized  the  privilege  of  going  to  the 
house  of  God.  She  was  not  satisfied  with  barely 
conveying  her  body  there.  Her  thoughts  seemed  all 
withdrawn  from  the  world,  and  fixed  upon  divine 
things.  She  joined  in  the  service  with  a  fervor  and 
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engagedness  which  showed  that  all  the  faculties  of 
her  soul  were  absorbed  in  holy  contemplation.  No 
slight  obstacle  would  keep  her  away  from  the  sanc 
tuary,  when  its  sacred  doors  were  opened. 

What  she  heard  on  the  Sabbath  was  treasured  up 
as  a  subject  for  meditation  throughout  the  following 
week.  In  listening  to  sermons,  she  seemed  to  have 
110  other  object  in' view  but  her  own  spiritual  im 
provement.  And  so  in  all  her  intercourse  with  her 
Christian  friends,  the  only  motive  which  appeared  to 
influence  her,  was  to  receive  or  communicate  good. 
She  never  allowed  herself  to  utter  the  language  of 
censure.  She  seemed  to  have  no  feelings  towards  her 
fellow-beings  but  those  of  unbounded  kindness.  It 
was  her  unceasing  aim  to  walk  so  as  to  please  God. 
Every  thing  was  made  subordinate  to  this. 

She  felt  and  acted  upon  the  conviction,  that  relig 
ion  was  not  to  be  confined  to  particular  places  and 
seasons,  but  that  it  was  to  walk  forth  with  her,  hand 
in  hand,  to  aid  in  all  the  duties,  and  shed  its  hallow 
ed  influences  around  all  the  enjoyments  of  life.  She 
considered  that  godliness  ought  to  regulate  all  her 
words  and  actions,  and  stamp  its  broad  and  heavenly 
impress  upon  the  whole  of  her  deportment. 

She  was  free  from  every  tendency  to  vanity,  self- 
adulation,  or  censoriousness.  She  esteemed  others 
better  than  herself,  and  loved  to  speak,  "  to  the  praise 
of  God's  glory,"  of  the  virtues  of  those  around  her, 
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who  seemed  to  be  striving  to  serve  their  Creator  in 
simplicity  and  godly  sincerity.  When  professing 
Christians,  by  their  inconsistent  lives,  gave  occasion 
to  the  adversary  to  speak  reproachfully,  it  grieved 
her  to  the  soul,  and  she  would  often  weep  on  ac 
count  of  it,  though  she  never  spoke  harshly  or  un 
kindly  of  them.  Her  path  was  truly  "  like  the 
shining  light,  which  shineth  more  and  more  unto 
the  perfect  day."  There  was  no  halting  in  her 
course — no  looking  back — no  hankering  after  the 
world  she  had  renounced;  but  forgetting  those  things 
which  were  behind,  and  looking  to  the  things  that 
were  before,  she  unceasingly  pressed  forward  towards 
the  mark  for  the  prize  of  her  high  calling  of  God  in 
Christ  Jesus.  Her  countenance  now  wore  a  sweet 
serenity  and  heavenly-mindedriess,  that  led  strangers 
to  say,  "  Her  very  appearance  shows  that  she  is  a 
Christian,  and  that  she  has  a  more  solid  foundation 
of  happiness  than  this  world  affords." 

Anzonetta  was  most  strict  and  conscientious  in  seek 
ing  the  Lord  daily  in  her  closet.  She  had  stated  and 
regular  seasons  for  retirement,  and  nothing  could  in 
duce  her  to  forego  these  opportunities  of  sweet  and 
Eolemn  converse  with  her  heavenly  Father.  She  was 
in  the  habit  of  rising  very  early,  and  she  rose  to  pray. 

"The  morning,"  says  her  mother,  "  never  dawned 
upon  her  sleeping  couch.  It  ever  found  her  on  her 
knees  before  the  mercy-seat.  She  always  rose  beioro 
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the  morning  light,  and  lit  her  lamp,  that  she  might 
peruse  the  sacred  page,  and  hold  converse  with  the 
God  she  loved.  She.  had  a  race  to  run,  and  a  prize 
to  win,  and  she  never  slackened  her  course  till  her 
hand  clasped  the  crown  of  glory.  '  I  find  my  mind,' 
said  she,  '  prepared  in  the  closet  for  all  the  duties  of 
the  day.  Every  day  I  discover  much  in  my  heart 
that  is  wrong,  and  needs  to  be  brought  under  the 
subduing  power  of  divine  grace.  I  have  every  day 
much  to  praise  the  Lord  for.  Besides,  my  little 
Sunday-school  children  daily  need  the  prayers  of 
their  teacher.  And  you  know  that  my  friends  and 
relatives,  and  the  church,  must  not  be  forgotten.  To 
think  over  all  these  subjects,  and  bring  them  in  a 
suitable  manner  before  the  mercy-seat,  requires  some 
little  time.'  " 

Her  mother  remarks  still  further,  "  If  any  par 
ticular  employment  required  her  attention  early  in 
the  morning,  she  rose  earlier  than  customary  on  that 
morning  to  secure  some  time  for  her  closet ;  and  after 
the  work  in  which  she  had  been  engaged  had  been 
accomplished,  she  again  retired  to  hold  further  con 
verse  with  God.  If  at  any  time  doubts  disturbed 
her  mind,  or  cares  interrupted  her  peace,  she  sought 
relief  in  her  closet.  If  she  had  new  subjects  for 
praise,  she  retired  to  pour  out  in  secret  the  offering 
of  her  soul  to  God." 

On  another  occasion  Mrs.  Peters    remarks,    "  In 
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her  ordinary  employments,  it  -was  very  observable 
that  her  heart  was  lifted  up  in  prayer  or  praise,  or 
that  her  mind  was  dwelling,  with  intense  interest, 
upon  some  sacred  truth.  The  hour  of  twilight  was 
always  spent  in  prayer  and  meditation.  These  de 
votional  exercises  were  usually  continued  until  the 
tea-bell  announced  the  hour  of  the  evening  repast, 
when  she  came  down  to  preside  at  the  table  with  a 
countenance  radiant  with  holy  joy  and  peace,  and 
all  the  strongly-marked  indications  of  heavenly  com 
munion.  And  again,  before  retiring  for  the  night, 
she  sought  the  mercy-seat  to  renew  her  communion 
with  her  heavenly  Father.  Her  Sabbaths  were  in 
deed  holy  days.  They  were  the  days  that  brought 
her  into  more  immediate  contact  with  the  unseen 
world.  They  were  wholly  occupied  with  religious 
duties  and  devout  exercises.  They  were  regarded  as 
seasons  of  holy,  spiritual,  heavenly  rest — in  which 
her  soul,  without  any  intrusion  of  worldly  thoughts, 
might  fix  its  contemplation  on  God  and  eternal 
things.  Communion  days  were  spiritual  festal  days 
to  her.  She  understood  what  it  was  to  '  feed  by 
faith,  with  thanksgiving,  upon  the  broken  body  and 
shed  blood  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.'  And  yet  her 
own  testimony,  on  her  death-bed,  was,  '  Even  on 
those  days,  mother,  although  I  could  approach  God 
as  my  reconciled  Father  in  Christ — could  call  him 
Abba,  Father— although  I  could  look  up  to  the  Re- 
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deemer  as  my  mediator  and  intercessor,  and  rest  upon 
his  atonement  as  a  full  propitiation  for  sin— although 
I  could  feel  that  the  love  of  God  was  shed  abroad  in 
my  heart— although  I  delighted  in  his  service,  and 
felt  that  the  Redeemer's  yoke  was  easy  and  his  bur 
den  light yet,  even  on  these  occasions,  I  felt  the 

power  of  sin  was  not  entirely  broken  within  me — 
that  there  were  still  the  remains  of  a  corrupt  nature 
cleaving  to  me,  which  would  again  bring  me  into 
bondage,  did  not  God  hold  me  every  instant  in  the 
hollow  of  his  hand.'  " 

Thus  was  Anzonetta's  progress  in  the  divine  life 
indicated  at  each  advancing  step  by  some  new  fruit 
of  the  Spirit.  At  a  very  early  period  in  her  religious 
course,  she  became  a  most  exalted  and  heavenly- 
minded  Christian.  And  yet  her  humility  was  so 
great  that  she  never  thought  she  had  attained  any 
thing  more  than  the  lowest  stage  of  Christian  expe 
rience.  Thus  was  there  exemplified,  in  her  whole 
deportment,  that  divinely  commended  charity  which 
is  "kind,  which  envieth  not,  which  vaunteth  not 
itself,  is  not  puffed  up,  doth  not  behave  itself  un 
seemly,  seeketh  not  its  own,  is  not  easily  provoked, 
thinketh  no  evil ;"  and  that  heaven-descended  wis 
dom  which  "is  first  pure,  then  peaceable,  gentle, 
and  easy  to  be  entreated,  full  of  mercy  and  good 
fruits,  without  partiality,  and  without  hypocrisy." 
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CHATTER  III. 

STUDY     OF     THE     SCRIPTURES PERSONAL     EFFORTS     FOR 

THE    SALVATION    OF    OTHERS. 

AMONG  the  means  that  contributed  most  to  An- 
zonetta's  advancement  in  the  divine  life,  the  Bible- 
class  claims  a  distinct  notice.  This  was  one  of  the 
sources  whence  she  obtained  the  food  of  that  ban 
quet  upon  which  she  fed  in  her  dying  hour,  and  the 
heavenly  armor  with  which  she  was  clad  in  her  last 
conflict. 

Mrs.  Peters  remarks, 

"  Of  the  Bible-class  Anzonetta  was  a  regular  at 
tendant,  and  a  deeply  interested  member ;  no  slight 
obstacles  could  keep  her  away  from  those  sacred 
exercises.  If  there  was  a  probability  of  her  not 
having  any  one  to  accompany  her  at  the  appointed 
time,  she  would  go  to  the  house  of  some  friend  be 
fore  the  hour  of  twilight  was  gone,  who  would  be 
her  companion  by  the  way  ;  or  she  would  go  to  the 
lecture-room  as  soon  as  the  doors  were  open,  before 
the  shades  of  evening  gathered  around,  and  there 
wait  and  meditate  in  the  courts  of  the  Lord's  sanc 
tuary.  This  she  could  do,  as  there  was  always  com 
pany  to  attend  her  home.  She  would  have  gone 
through  any  storm,  if  permitted.  Indeed,  she  often 
went  when  the  weather  was  exceedingly  inclement 
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and  severe,  and  when  she  found  few  at  the  lecture- 
room  save  herself." 

An  individual,  who  resided  in  Mr.  D 's  family 

nearly  all  the  time  that  Anzonetta  was  there,  thus 
remarks,  in  relation  to  her  anxiety  to  attend  these 
Bible-class  exercises  : 

"  I  have  often  watched  her  with  the  closest  scru 
tiny,  on  evenings  that  she  could  not  go,  and  have 
been  astonished  at  her  self-command.  I  knew  her 
whole  heart  was  with  those  assembled  in  that  lec 
ture-room  ;  and  I  knew  how  dissatisfied  I  felt  when 
obliged  to  give  up  my  religious  privileges,  and  there 
fore  looked  for  some  indications  of  discontent ;  but  I 
could  never  discover  the  least  mark  of  impatience. 
I  never  heard  her  breathe  a  single  murmur.  She 
seemed  to  recognize  the  hand  of  God  in  the  smallest 
things,  and  as  ordering  every  event,  and  therefore 
was  always  prepared  cheerfully  to  acquiesce.  Still, 
whenever  it  was  possible,  her  desire  was  very  great 
to  attend  the  Bible-class.  Sometimes,  when  she  had 
no  one  else  to  go  with  her,  she  would  come  to  me 
with  so  much  sweet  humility,  and  ask  me  if  I  would 
not  be  so  kind  as  to  accompany  her,  that  her  request 
became  irresistible ;  and  then,  immediately,  she  would 
express  the  fear  that  she  was  interrupting  me  in  my 
engagements." 

Mrs.  Peters  remarks  in  relation  to  the  same  sub 
ject,  "  She  would  often  throw  her  arms  around  my 
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neck  in  earnest  entreaty,  pleading  with  me  most 
affectionately  to  permit  her  to  go  to  the  Bible-class. 
She  would  frequently  say,  '  Dear  mother,  do  let  me 
go  ;  I  always  feel  better  in  damp,  unpleasant  weather, 
than  when  the  air  is  clear,  and  the  sun  shines 
brightly — I  arn  sure  I  shall  receive  no  injury.  The 
instruction  I  receive  is  so  valuable,  I  feel  unwilling 
to  lose  a  single  lesson.  Whenever  I  stay  away  from 
the  Bible-class,  I  feel  as  though  I  had  met  with  a 
great  and  irreparable  loss.'  When  she-  found  me 
firm  and  inflexible,  and  that  I  could  not  be  prevailed 
upon  to  permit  her  to  expose  her  health  in  venturing 
through  the  storm,  she  would  acquiesce  in  my  de 
cision  with  sweet  and  childlike  submission,  and  either 
return  with  a  countenance  indicative  of  meek  com 
posure  to  her  usual  employments,  or  retire  to  her 
closet  to  seek  that  blessing,  in  secret  communion  with 
God,  which  she  had  hoped  to  obtain  at  the  Bible- 
glass." 

Anzonetta  was  no  less  anxious  to  make  the  most 
of  what  she  heard,  than  she  was  to  go  to  the  place 
of  hearing.  When  at  the  Bible-class,  or  lecture,  or 
MI  the  sanctuary,  her  thoughts  and  attention  were 
withdrawn  from  every  thing  around  her,  and  fixed 
entirely  upon  what  she  heard.  She  heard  as  for  her 
life,  and  what  she  heard  she  sought  to  reduce  to 
practice.  She  was  able  to  repeat  large  portions  of 
the  sermons,  lectures,  and  the  Bible-class  expositions 
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which  she  heard,  and  these  seemed  to  furnish  her 
material  for  thought  and  reflection  during  the  re 
mainder  of  the  week.  Like  the  Bereans,  she  "  re 
ceived  the  word  with  all  readiness  of  mind,  and 
searched  the  Scriptures  daily  whether  those  things 
were  so."  She  wished  to  be  "  rooted  and  built  up 
in  Christ,  and  stablished  in  faith" — "grounded  and 
settled,  so  that  she  would  not  be  moved  away  from 
the  hope  of  the  Gospel ;"  and  she  therefore  wisely 
concluded,  that  the  way  to  secure  this  end  was  to 
obtain  clear,  and  accurate,  and  enlarged  views  of 
"the  truth  as  it  is  in  Jesus."  Every  thing  she  heard, 
therefore,  was  compared  with  the  unerring  standard 
of  God's  word.  This  habit  she  acquired  by  her  at 
tendance  upon  the  Bible-class,  where  every  question 
was  to  be  settled  by  a  reference  "  to  the  law  and  the 
testimony."  With  these  habits  of  study  and  thought, 
every  religious  exercise  she  attended  seemed  to  min 
ister  to  her  growth  in  grace.  She  derived  much 
instruction  and  spiritual  improvement  from  a  series 
of  discourses  upon  faith.  On  her  return  from  church, 
she  would  repeat,  with  a  countenance  glowing  with 
animation  and  delight,  large  portions  of  those  ser 
mons.  A  discourse  upon  this  text,  "  Show  me  thy 
faith  without  thy  works,  and  I  will  show  thee  my 
faith  by  my  works,"  received  the  following  practi 
cal  illustration  from  her.  The  week  after  it  was  de 
livered,  she  paid  a  visit  to  her  aunt  M ,  who  was 
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also  a  member  of  Christ  church,  and  who  had  heard 
the  same  sermon.  Anzonetta,  on  this  occasion,  wore 
a  remarkably  plain  dress.  Her  aunt  observed  it,  and 
said, 

"  "Why,  Anzonetta,  how  very  plain  you  have  be 
come  ;  you  look  like  a  little  quakeress." 

With  a  sweet  smile,  she  replied, 

"  '  Shoiv  me  thy  faith  without  thy  icorks,  and  I 
icill  shoiu  thee  my  faith  by  my  ivorks'  I  had  in 
tended  to  purchase  some  trimmings  for  my  dress,  and 
to  have  fitted  up  rny  wardrobe  somewhat  in  the  style 
of  the  present  fashion ;  but  after  listening  to  that 
sermon  last  Sunday,  and  particularly  this  appeal, 
1  When  you  feel  prompted  to  expend,  in  unnecessary 
outward  adornment,  an  amount  of  pecuniary  means 
that  would  purchase  much  bread  for  the  hungry,  and 
covering  for  the  naked,  and  many  copies  of  the  word 
of  God  for  those  who  are  perishing  for  the  lack  of 
knowledge,  pause  before  you  do  it,  and  say  to  those 
around  you,  I  am  a  believer  and  a  follower  of  the 
self-denying  Jesus,  and  I ivill  shoiv  thce  my  faith  by 
my  works  ' — I  did  not  dare  to  expend  my  money  in 
that  way,  but  felt  constrained  to  appropriate  it  to  the 
relief  of  a  poor  sick  woman ;  and  what  I  lack  in 
outward  adornment,  I  am  going  to  try  to  make  up  in 
seeking  more  earnestly  to  cultivate  '  the  ornament  of 
a  meek  and  quiet  spirit,  which  is  in  the  sight  of  God 
of  great  price.'  " 


58  MEMOIR   OF 

She  was  evidently  "  growing  in  grace,  and  in  the 
knowledge  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ."  The  work  of 
grace  was  daily  deepening  in  her  soul,  and  she  had 
some  delightful  manifestations  of  the  glories  of  re 
deeming  love.  It  is  not  meant  by  this  remark  to 
intimate  that  with  her  it  was  continued  sunshine. 
It  was  far  otherwise.  She  had  many  fears,  and 
doubts,  and  sore  conflicts.  At  times,  the  evidence  of 
her  acceptance,  to  her  own  mind,  was  sadly  clouded. 
Still,  faith  prevailed.  She  kept  fast  hold  of  the  hand 
of  her  divine  Saviour ;  and  doing  so,  the  enemy  of 
souls  became  a  vanquished  power ;  and  though  he 
continued,  as  he  fled  from  her,  to  throw  some  "  fiery 
darts,"  she  was  able  to  keep  the  shield  of  faith  so 
spread  over  her,  that  they  usually  fell  harmless  at 
her  feet.  Her  doubts  were  "  like  the  morning  cloud 
and  early  dew,"  they  soon  passed  away.  Her  coun 
tenance,  the  true  index  of  her  feelings,  bespoke  an 
humble,  meek,  and  quiet  spirit,  and  often  bore  evi 
dence  that  her  heart  glowed  with  holy  delight.  This 
was  especially  observable,  while  in  the  act  of  repeat 
ing  portions  of  different  sermons  which  had  been 
particularly  blessed  to  her,  or  of  reciting  some  of 
Zion's  sweetest  hymns,  that  lifted  up  her  affections, 
and  fixed  them  with  increased  intensity  upon  her 
divine  Redeemer.  Her  mother,  speaking  of  her  in 
relation  to  this  particular  period  in  her  Christian 
course,  remarks, 
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"  I  had  for  some  time  been  impressed  with  the 
conviction  that  her  attainments  in  grace  were  un 
common.  There  was  a  striking  and  most  perfect 
symmetry  in  the  whole  proportions  of  her  character. 
Her  meekness,  her  patience,  her  forbearance,  her 
self-denial,  her  humbleness  of  mind,  her  purity  of 
heart,  her  devotedness  to  God,  and  deadness  to  the 
world,  caused  me  occasionally  to  remark  to  my 
friends,  '  I  verily  believe  that  the  Lord  is  fitting  this 
dear  child  for  great  and  eminent  usefulness  in  the 
church  militant,  or  preparing  to  transplant  her,  at 
an  early  period,  to  the  church  triumphant.'  " 

Mrs.  Peters  goes  on  to  remark, 

"  A  course  of  lectures  addressed  to  Christians, 
founded  on  the  messages  to  the  seven  churches  of 
Asia,  greatly  ministered  to  Anzonetta's  rapid  growth 
in  grace.  They  were  all  remembered,  and  large 
portions  of  them  repeated  by  her  on  her  sick  bed. 
The  last  time  that  she  held  her  Bible  in  her  hands, 
she  read  the  following  texts  : 

"  '  To  him  that  overcometh  will  I  give  to  eat  of 
the  hidden  manna,  and  will  give  him  a  white  stone, 
and  in  the  stone  a  new  name  written,  which  no  man 
knoweth,  saving  he  that  receiveth  it.'  Rev.  2:17. 
'  He  that  overcometh,  the  same  shall  be  clothed  in 
white  raiment ;  and  I  will  not  blot  out  his  name  out 
of  the  book  of  life,  but  I  will  confess  his  name  be 
fore  my  Father,  and  before  his  angels.'  Rev.  3  :  5. 
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"  As  she  read  these  texts,  she  repeated  a  number 
of  passages  from  the  sermons,  that  were  strikingly 
adapted  to  her  case.  But  while  in  the  glowing  fer 
vor  of  her  soul  she  talked  on,  the  book  proved  too 
heavy  for  her  feeble  strength,  and  dropped  from  her 
hands.  For  a  moment,  a  tear  came  into  her  eye,  at 
the  thought  that  she  could  no  longer  hold  the  word 
of  God  in  her  hand.  But,  in  a  moment,  a  smile 
played  upon  her  pale  countenance,  as  she  turned  to 
me,  and  sweetly  said, 

"  '  I  can  still  hear  that  blessed  word.  I  wish  to 
hear  particularly  all  the  texts  of  that  series  of  dis 
courses.  Will  you  not  read  them  to  me  ?  Do,  dear 
mother,  for  those  sermons  were  to  me  as  rivers  of 
ivatcr  in  a  dry  place;  and  the  precious  truths  they 
unfolded  became  to  my  soul  like  the  slwdoiv  of  a 
great  rock  in  a  weary  land.  Those  sermons  afforded 
mo  so  much  refreshment  and  comfort,  that  I  should 
like  to  be  reminded  of  them  once  more,  by  hearing 
the  texts  read.' 

"  As  I  read  one  and  another  of  those  texts,  she 
continued  to  repeat  passages  in  the  discourses,  which 
still  remained  with  astonishing  freshness  in  her 
memory.  She  could  tell  something  that  was  said  in 
relation  to  each  one  of  the  several  subjects  treated 
of  in  the  whole  series  of  sermons. 

"  I  mention  this,"  continues  her  mother,  "  to  show 
that  in  her  attendance  upon  the  ministrations  of  the 
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sanctuary,  she  heard  in  such  wise  as  to  mark,  learn, 
and  inwardly  digest  the  various  portions  of  sacred 
truth  that  Avere  brought  before  her." 

A  benevolent  disposition,  prompting  to  personal 
efforts  for  the  spiritual  good  of  others,  was  a  promi 
nent  feature  in  Anzonetta's  character.  While  daily 
advancing  m  personal  piety,  "  daily  proceeding  in 
virtue  and  godliness  of  living,"  her  heart  burned 
within  her  to  do  something  for  the  immortal  souls  of 
her  fellow-creatures.  She  had  often  prayed  for  them. 
She  now  felt  that  she  wished  to  do  something  for 
their  benefit.  Her  natural  timidity,  previous  to  her 
sickness,  frequently  prevented  her  from  speaking  to 
her  young  friends,  whose  salvation  lay  very  near  her 
heart.  There  was,  however,  a  powerful  and  elo 
quent  appeal  emanating  from  her  consistent  heav 
enly  walk  and  conversation.  The  earnest  desires 
of  her  heart  also  found  many  vents,  notwithstanding 
her  natural  timidity,  through  which  they  burst  forth. 
She  resided,  as  has  been  before  remarked,  in  the  fam 
ily  of  her  aunt  D .  It  often  devolved  upon  her 

to  superintend  and  direct  her  young  cousins  in  their 
juvenile  studies  arid  employments  ;  and  she  never 
failed  to  seize  upon  every  opportunity  to  tell  them  of 
the  love  of  Christ,  of  the  ruin  in  which  they  were 
involved  by  sin,  and  the  need  they  had  of  repentance 
and  divine  pardon. 

The  poor  and  the  ignorant  shared  her  tenderest 
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sympathies.  She  spent  many  of  her  leisure  hours  in 
visiting  the  abodes  of  wretchedness,  threading  her 
way  up  narrow  passages  to  the  dark  garret,  or  de 
scending  into  the  dismal  cellar,  to  carry  some  little 
article  of  food  or  clothing  that  would  contribute  to 
the  comfort  of  the  sick  and  dying ;  and  above  all,  to 
tell  them  of  Jesus,  who  is  "  the  resurrection  and  the 
life."  Imagine  a  young,  delicate  female,  scarcely 
having  as  yet  attained  her  sixteenth  year,  shrinking 
almost  from  her  own  shadow,  and  yet  led  by  the  love 
of  souls  to  enter  the  tenements  of  want,  and  to  sit 
down  amid  all  the  filth  and  squalid  wretchedness 
that  are  often  found  in  those  abodes,  to  read  a  tract — 
to  entreat  the  wretched  inmates  to  think  of  their 
never-dying  souls,  or  to  lift  up  her  voice  in  the  midst 
of  them  in  prayer  to  her  heavenly  Father — and  you 
will  have  it  in  your  power  to  form  a  correct  idea  of 
the  depth  and  sincerity  of  Anzonetta's  desire  to  ben 
efit  those  for  whom  Christ  died. 

These  visits  brought  to  her  notice  so  many  objects 
that  needed  pecuniary  relief,  that  she  found  it  utterly 
out  of  her  power  to  extend  to  them  the  required 
assistance,  and  often  felt  greatly  pained  to  know 
what  to  do.  In  order  to  increase  her  ability  to  meet 
those  numerous  demands  on  her  charity,  she  re 
trenched  every  unnecessary  expenditure,  and  appro 
priated  the  avails  to  this  object.  She  had  a  stated 
annual  allowance  ;  and  she  found  that  by  retrenching 
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every  tiling  ornamental,  and  using  great  economy  in 
the  article  of  dress,  she  could  save  from  what  was 
usually  expended  in  this  way  an  amount  that  would 
enable  her  to  dry  up  many  tears,  and  spread  the 
signs  of  joy  over  many  sorrowing  countenances. 

Should  this  volume  fall  into  the  hands  of  one  oi 
the  same  age  and  sex  with  her  whose  character  it 
portrays,  who  has  not  yet  bent  at  the  foot  of  the 
cross,  consecrating  the  beauty  and  freshness  of  her 
young  existence  to  Him  who  bore  her  sorrows  in 
Gethsemane,  and  poured  out  his  life  for  her  redemp 
tion  on  the  accursed  tree — let  me  bid  her  think  how 
she  will  meet  that  crucified  One,  when  he  comes  in 
the  character  of  a  judge,  throned  upon  a  cloud,  and 
summoning  the  universe  before  him.  Dear  young 
reader,  I  would  lead  you  forth  amid  the  bloom  and 
beauty  of  spring — I  would  conduct  you  to  some  lovely 
spot,  where  there  stretched  around  you  the  brightest 
and  loveliest  scenery  of  earth,  and  bid  you  look  out 
upon  nature,  and  then  up  to  the  blue  sky  above,  and 
then  I  would  say, 

"  .  .  .  .  Ere  the  cares  of  life  lie  dim 

On  thy  young  spirit's  wings, 
Now  in  the  morn  forget  not  Him 

From  whom  each  pure  thought  springs.7' 

Forget  not  Him  who  built  these  heavens,  and  woke 
into  being  all  these  clustering  beauties  that  lie  so 
thickly  strewn  around  you.  Give  him  your  heart 
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Consecrate  your  life  to  Him  who  was  crucified  on 
Calvary.  Enter  upon  active  duty.  Show  by  your 
benevolent  efforts,  put  forth  to  diffuse  light  and  hap 
piness  around  you,  that  you  in  some  measure  appre 
ciate  the  infinite  benefits  that  have  been  conferred 
upon  you  by  the  Son  of  man. 

Anzonetta  had  naturally  a  great  love  for  children, 
and  after  she  had  surrendered  her  heart  to  the  Sav 
iour,  there  was  given  to  this  amiable  affection  a 
proper  and  heavenly  direction.  It  became  her  great 
and  constant  delight  to  lead  little  children  to  the  feet 
of  the  Saviour,  and  teach  them  to  lisp  his  praise. 

"  She  looked  upon  them,"  says  her  mother,  "  as 
the  lambs  of  Christ ;  and  her  aim  was  to  bring  all 
those,  over  whom  she  could  exert  any  influence,  to 
the  fold  of  the  good  Shepherd.  Her  love  to  them 
was  of  the  most  gentle  and  devoted  nature.  Her 
little  cousins  engaged  a  large  portion  of  her  time  and 
attention.  She  marked  the  dawning  of  their  intel 
lect,  observed  the  bent  of  their  minds  and  the  force 
of  their  tempers,  and  endeavored  to  instil  into  their 
infant  hearts  love  to  the  Saviour.  In  her  manners 
towards  them  she  was  kind,  affectionate,  and  firm  ; 
and  her  patience  was  untiring.  She  taught  them  to 
lisp  the  infant  prayer,  to  repeat  the  infant  hymn,  and 
told  them  of  a  Saviour's  love  to  little  children ;  that 
he  left  the  bright  throne  of  his  glory,  and  came  to 
this  earth  to  die  upon  the  cross,  that  these  little 
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children  might  be  washed  in  his  blood  from  their 
sins,  and  clothed  in  white  raiment  to  dwell  with  him 
for  ever.  "When  angry  or  improper  tempers  disturbed 
their  peace,  she  tried  to  make  them  feel  contrition 
for  their  fault,  as  an  offence  against  God.  Her 
prayers  were  offered  with  them  and  for  them. 

"  She  once  observed,  in  reference  to  one  of  these 
little  ones, 

"  '  This  child  gives  promise  of  becoming  an  early 
subject  of  divine  grace.  My  instructions  are  the 
same  to  them  all ;  but  this  little  one  treasures  up  in 
her  memory  what  I  tell  her,  and  divine  truth  seems 
to  influence  her  actions.  When  I  reprove  her  in 
reference  to  the  risings  of  self-will,  she  sometimes  is 
very  unyielding ;  but  when  her  temper  is  subdued, 
she  shows  great  contrition.  Her  conscience  is  tender. 
When  made  sensible  of  having  done  wrong,  her  mind 
is  distressed  until  she  thinks  God  has  forgiven  her. 
On  these  occasions  she  would  come  to  me,  and  say, 

"  '  Cousin,  will  you  please  to  let  me  kneel  down 
by  you,  and  pray  to  God  to  forgive  me,  and  make  me 
a  good  child  ?  I  have  been  very  naughty,  and  I  am 
afraid  God  is  angry  with  me  ;  and  I  can't  go  to 
heaven  if  I  am  naughty.' 

" '  After  repeating  her  little  prayer,  she  will  ask  me, 

"'Will  God  forgive  me  now,  and  wash  me  in 
Jesus  Christ's  blood,  and  let  me  be  one  of  his  little 
lambs  ?' 
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"  '  She  is  always  ready  to  listen  to  me  when  I  tell 
her  of  the  Saviour's  love,  and  will  often  leave  her 
play  to  ask  me  something  of  God  and  holy  things.'  " 

What  a  beautiful  stamp  and  impression  does  this 
love  of  children  have  when  it  becomes  thus  conse 
crated  to  Christ.  This  amiable  affection,  so  sweetly 
allied  to  the  spirit  of  the  Gospel,  found  an  appro 
priate  field  for  its  full  development  in  the  Sunday- 
school.  The  manner  in  which  she  discharged  her 
duty  in  that  field  of  labor,  is  thus  happily  portrayed 
by  one  of  her  coadjutors. 

"Asa  Sunday-school  teacher,  she  was  most  assid 
uous  and  exemplary.  She  was  a  pattern  for  punctu 
ality.  The  superintendent,  at  the  opening  of  the 
school,  found  her  at  her  post.  When  unavoidably 
detained,  she  invariably  expressed  her  regret,  saying, 
'  I  have  suffered  loss  this  morning,  for  the  prepara 
tory  exercises,  always,  tend  to  solemnize  my  mind, 
and  Jit  me  to  discharge  my  duty.'  Her  whole 
time,  while  in  the  school,  was  devoted  to  her  class. 
Not  only  did  she  use  her  utmost  diligence  to  explain 
the  lesson,  but  her  chief  object  was  to  apply  the  truth 
they  were  considering  to  the  consciences  of  her  schol 
ars.  The  little  girls  soon  learned  to  love  her,  and 
listened  with  attention  to  her  gentle  instructions. 
She  was  very  conscientious  in  the  regular  visiting  of 
her  class ;  and  though  this,  owing  to  her  natural 
timidity  and  diffidence,  and  her  youth,  was  a  trial  to 


ANZONETTA  R.   PETERS.  67 

her  feelings,  yet  she  did  not  suffer  herself  to  shrink 
from  it. 

"  Perhaps  no  one  ever  felt  more  deeply  the  solemn 
responsibilities  of  this  station.  She  used  to  act  iu 
this  matter  under  the  impression  that  she  must  give 
an  account  of  the  mariner  in  which  she  instructed 
her  class.  Her  main  object  was  to  bring  them  to 
Christ.  By  many  expedients  she  sought  to  alluro 
them  to  seek  the  Saviour's  pardoning  love.  On  new- 
year's  day,  she  presented  each  one  with  a  little  book, 
bound  in  a  neat,  attractive  form,  entitled,  '  The  Dew- 
drop'  containing  one  verse  of  Scripture  for  each  day 
in  the  year.  She  remarked  to  me,  '  My  little  girls 
are  not  much  acquainted  with  the  word  of  God,  and 
this  only  can  make  them  wise  unto  salvation.  When 
I  gave  them  The  Deiv-drop,  they  promised  to  learn 
one  verse  every  day.  In  this  way  they  will  lay  up 
a  treasure  of  texts,  and  perhaps  it  will  induce  them 
to  love  their  Bibles  more.'  " 

Referring  to  her  faithfulness  in  this  department 
of  labor,  her  mother  remarks, 

"  Anzonetta  not  only  studied  the  Scriptures  with 
great  attention,  to  obtain  clear  views  of  divine  truth, 
but  earnestly  pleaded  before  the  mercy-seat  for  grace 
and  wisdom  to  communicate  that  truth  to  the  young 
infant  mind.  She  considered  that  the  object  for 
which  her  class  met  her  on  the  sacred  day  of  rest, 
was  to  be  educated  for  eternity — to  have  their  hearts 
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affected  by  divine  things.  To  this  object,  therefore, 
she  directed  all  her  efforts.  She  was  faithful  in  vis 
iting  her  class,  and  sought  to  make  herself  useful  to 
the  parents  of  the  children,  especially  if  they  were 
in  the  lower  walks  of  life.  She  seemed  in  these  visits 
always  to  carry  with  her  a  basket  full  of  the  bread 
of  life,  to  distribute  to  all  who  would  receive  it.  To 
some  children  she  gave  Mason's  Crumbs,  and  The 
Dew-drop  to  others.  On  one  occasion  she  said  to 
me,  '  I  have  been  giving  Mason's  Crumbs  to  some 
of  my  dear  little  girls,  and  at  the  same  time  I  have 
been  picking  up  Charlotte's  for  myself.  Her  class 
is  situated  near  mine  ;  and  her  instructions  are  so 
simple,  and  so  happily  adapted  to  awaken  interest  in 
the  infant  mind,  and  win  the  affections  of  the  young 
est  child  to  the  love  of  God,  that  I  often  listen,  to 
learn  how  to  impart  similar  instruction  to  my 
class.'  " 

Anzonetta's  mind  was  so  filled  with  the  love  of 
Jesus,  that  it  had  no  tendency  to  luxuriate  in  mere 
sentimentalism.  This  was  manifest  in  all  she  said 
and  wrote.  It  is  greatly  to  be  regretted  that  a  larger 
number  of  her  letters  have  not  been  preserved.  The 
few  that  the  author  has  been  able  to  obtain  are  hasty, 
off-hand  productions,  which  it  would  be  injustice  to 
her  intellectual  character  to  insert  in  this  memoir 
without  this  explanation.  These  letters,  however, 
show  on  what  her  mind  was  fixed.  They  show  that 
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God  was  in  all  her  thoughts,  and  that  wherever  sho 
went,  or  in  whatever  circumstances  she  was  placed, 
she  looked  to  Christ  as  her  refuge,  went  to  him  as 
her  friend,  and  in  every  step  of  her  pilgrimage  leaned 
on  his  arm  as  her  companion. 

In  the  spring  of  1831,  she  went  to  visit  her  family 
connections  at  Bethlehem,  from  which  place  she  wrote 
as  follows  to  her  mother. 

"BETHLEHEM,  May  31,  1831. 

"  MY  DEAR  MOTHER — It  will  no  doubt  be  gratify 
ing  to  you  to  learn,  that  through  the  goodness  of  God, 
I  arrived  here  in  safety.  His  goodness  is  truly  un 
bounded,  encompassing  me  like  a  sea  of  waters.  The 
day  I  left  New  York,  I  was  enabled  to  feel  my  entire 
dependence  on  my  Saviour.  I  felt  his  sweet  and 
blessed  presence  through  the  whole  day  as  I  jour 
neyed  on,  though  the  conveyance  in  which  I  was 
borne  was  every  moment  throwing  greater  and  still 
greater  distance  between  me  and  my  home  ;  arid  at 
night  '  I  laid  me  down  and  slept,  for  the  Lord  only 
maketh  me  dwell  in  safety.' 

"  We  arrived  at  Bethlehem  at  eleven  o'clock,  A.  M., 
on  Saturday,  where,  I  need  not  say,  I  met  with  the 
most  cordial  reception  from  my  uncle  and  aunt.  Their 
kindness  is  truly  very  great,  and  I  feel  that  I  ought 
to  offer  up  my  prayers  continually  for  a  spiritual 
blessing  upon  them  and  their  children,  that  light 
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and  knowledge  may  be  imparted  to  them  abundant 
ly,  and  that  their  hearts  may  be  more  and  more  filled 
with  the  love  of  God. 

"  John  came  down  from  Nazareth  on  Sunday 
morning,  and  returned  in  the  evening.  He  is  very 
well.  I  had  some  conversation  with  him  :  he  appears 
to  be  tender  in  his  feelings ;  still,  it  is  difficult  to  say 
what  direction  his  mind  may  take.  My  dear  mother, 
in  relation  to  this,  let  us  cast  our  care  on  the  Lord, 
and  put  our  trust  in  him.  And  although  the  pros 
pect  may  now  appear  dark,  God  in  his  own  good 
time,  let  us  hope,  will  bring  it  to  pass. 

"  The  country  at  this  time  looks  delightful,  and 
every  thing  around  me  is  calculated  to  foster  the 
spirit  of  devotion,  and  lift  my  heart  upwards  to  God. 
My  dear  mother,  I  do  not  want  to  be  a  barren  tree 
in  the  vineyard  of  my  Lord.  I  know  that  he  is 
willing  that  I  should  blossom  and  bear  much  fruit. 
'Herein  is  my  father  glorified,  that  ye  bear  much 
fruit.'  But  sin — sin  is  in  the  way.  This  wicked, 
reluctant  heart — this  evil  heart  of  unbelief;  how 
backward  it  is  to  follow  Christ.  "Will  you  not  pray 
for  me  ?  Pray  that  I  may  glorify  God,  both  in  my 
walk  and  conversation,  and  that  I  may  learn  to  speak 
my  Redeemer's  praise  with  boldness.  *  =&  * 
May  the  blessing  of  our  covenant-keeping  God  de 
scend  and  abide  upon  you,  dear  mother,  and  upon 
all  our  friends,  and  upon  our  dear  Zion.  I  think  the 
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Lord  is  bringing  me  to  feel,  ia  some  degree,  the  value 
of  my  religious  privileges.  I  wish  to  appreciate  them 
fully,  and  then  feel  truly  thankful  to  God  for  them. 
*  #  #  .  "  Yours, 

"  ANZONETTA  R.  PETERS. 

In  the  summer  of  the  same  year,  after  Anzonetta's 
return  to  New  York,  Mrs.  Peters'  health  was  so  deli 
cate  that  she  was  obliged  to  go  into  the  country. 
Anzonetta,  though  she  felt  desirous  to  accompany  her 
mother,  could  not  make  up  her  mind  to  leave  the 
religious  privileges  that  she  enjoyed.  She  indeed 
loved  the  ways  of  Zion,  and  was  ready  to  make  any 
sacrifice  of  feeling  for  the  sake  of  her  sanctuary  privi 
leges.  During  a  part  of  the  season  of  Mrs.  Peters' 
absence,  Anzonetta  spent  her  time  at  her  grand 
father's.  Mrs.  Peters  remarks, 

"  She  occupied  the  same  room  with  her  aunt 
Mary.  They  sewed,  and  read,  and'  prayed  together  ; 
and  the  hours  flew  swiftly  and  sweetly  over  them. 
Anzonetta's  conversation  was  constantly  on  spiritual 
subjects,  which  showed  that  her  delight  was  in  the 
things  of  God.  She  often  afterwards  spoke  of  this 
time  as  a  season  in  which  she  enjoyed  peculiar  near 
ness  to  her  Saviour.  Her  health  was  delicate,  and 
she  was  repeatedly  urged  to  go  to  the  sea-shore, 

where  her  uncle  and  aunt  D were  spending 

some  time  ;  but  her  attachment  to  her  church  kept 
her  at  home.  I  received  several  letters  from  her 
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during  my  absence  ;  but  regret  that  1  now  have  but 
one  of  them  in  my  possession,  to  which  I  can  refer." 
An  extract  from  this  letter  is  here  subjoined. 

"OCTOBER  14,  1831. 

"  MY  DEAR  MOTHER — It  is  now  late — quite  late — 
but  I  do  not  feel  as  though  I  could  retire  without 
first  writing  you  a  few  lines.  I  have  this  evening 
been  to  our  Bible-class,  and  a  most  interesting  meet 
ing  it  was.  Truly,  as  aunt  Jane  says, '  We  sit  under 
the  droppings  of  the  sanctuary.'  Our  lesson  was 
upon  1st  Samuel,  chap.  7,  where  Samuel  was  called 
upon  to  intercede  with  God  for  the  Israelites.  '  The 
children  of  Israel  said  to  Samuel,  Cease  not  to  cry 
unto  the  Lord  our  God  for  us,  that  he  will  save  us 
out  of  the  hands  of  the  Philistines.  And  Samuel 
took  a  sucking  lamb,  and  offered  it  for  a  burnt-offering 
wholly  unto  the  Lord.  And  Samuel  cried  unto  the 
Lord  for  Israel,  and  the  Lord  heard  him.'  Compare 
this  with  verses  3-6.  The  practical  inference  de 
duced  presented  before  us  the  necessity  of  a  divine 
Mediator,  who  should  negotiate  between  God  and 
man.  In  our  sinful  and  polluted  state,  we  could  not 
go  into  the  presence  of  a  pure,  and  holy,  and  sin- 
hating  God.  Hence  the  Lamb  sacrificed  on  Calvary 
for  the  sins  of  the  world. 

"  Dear  mother,  it  has  pleased  the  Lord  to  give  me 
a  very  deep  and  humbling  view  of  the  depravity  of 


ANZONETTA    R.    PETERS.  ~3 

my  own  heart.  It  is  indeed  a  wretched,  wandering 
heart,  a  deceitful  heart,  '  deceitful  above  all  things, 
and  desperately  wicked.'  When  I  look  back,  I  think 
I  feel  much  more  need  of  a  mediator  than  I  once 
did,"  *  *  *  . 

About  a  year  after  her  visit  to  Bethlehem,  the 
following  letter  was  written  to  one  of  her  young 
cousins. 

"NEW  YORK,  May  11,  1832. 

"MY    LITTLE    NEGLECTED    COUSIN 1     expect    you 

Ihink  Anzonetta  has  quite  forgotten  you,  or  that  she 
has  paid  no  attention  to  her  cousin's  kind  letter.  And, 
dear  Caroline,  you  have  abundant  reason  to  think  so. 
It  has  been  a  shameful  thing  on  my  part,  that  your 
letter  has  not  been  answered  before  this.  But  per 
haps,  my  dear  Caroline,  you  will  be  willing  to  for 
give  me  when  I  tell  you  I  have  not  intentionally 
neglected  you.  Be  assured,  though  I  have  not  writ 
ten  to  you,  I  have  not  forgotten  you.  At  the  time  I 
received  your  kind  letter,  I  was  unavoidably  pre 
vented  from  answering  it.  But  I  acknowledge  I 
have  allowed  too  much  time  to  pass  away  before 
attending  to  it. 

"  Perhaps  you  remember,  cousin  Caroline,  this  is 
about  tho  time  I  was  with  you  last  year,  and  I  look 
back  to  that  visit  with  great  delight.  The  return  of 
the  month  of  May  brings  it  fresh  to  my  mind.  The 
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beautiful  green  park  in  front  of  our  house,  every  time 
I  look  upon  it,  reminds  me  of  the  pleasant  field  back 
of  the  room  in  which  I  slept ;  and,  as  I  think  how 
verdant  and  lovely  it  looked,  I  almost  imagine  I 
again  hear  the  little  birds  that  used  to  fly  and  chirp 
so  sweetly  about  the  window.  And  when  I  think  of 
these  things,  I  am  also  reminded  of  the  kind  atten 
tions  I  received  from  my  little  cousins — their  great 
anxiety  to  interest  me,  and  the  great  love  they  man 
ifested  for  rne.  Tell  Elly  I  am  greatly  obliged  to 
her  for  the  purse  she  sent  rne.  Every  time  I  see  it, 
it  reminds  me  of  her,  and  how  she  used  to  look  when 
she  sat  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  working  at  it  as  busy 
as  a  little  bee.  Does  Cornelia  still  love  to  sit  on 
mamma's  lap  ?  Dear  child.  I  hope  your  health, 
Caroline,  is  better  than  it  was  when  I  was  with  you. 
I  should  like  to  hear  from  you  very  much. 

"  You  will  recollect  that,  in  your  letter,  you  told 

me  of  the  death  of  little  Theodore  S ;  and  also 

mentioned  that  he  rejoiced  to  go  to  his  Saviour.  I 
thank  you  for  mentioning  it  to  me.  I  felt  a  particu 
lar  interest  in  and  love  for  that  child.  About  a 
month  ago,  one  of  my  little  cousins,  of  nearly  the 
same  age  with  little  Theodore,  was  called  from  this 
sinful  wrorld.  He  died  feeling  himself  a  sinner,  and 
with  a  full  trust  in  his  Saviour,  believing  him  able 
to  save  him  from  everlasting  punishment,  and  pre 
sent  him,  redeemed  and  justified,  before  his  heavenly 
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Father.  Is  it  not  a  sweet  thought,  my  dear  cousin, 
that  they  have  now  gone  to  join  the  throng  around 
the  throne  of  God — that  they  have  been  washed  in 
their  Saviour's  precious  blood — have  had  a  white 
robe  put  upon  them,  and  a  golden  harp  put  into  their 
hands,  and  are  now  singing  praises  to  the  blessed 
Saviour  who  redeemed  them.  0  may  you  and  I,  my 
dear  Caroline,  be  permitted  one  day  to  join  them, 
through  the  merits  of  our  great  and  glorious  Re 
deemer.  0  may  we  be  led  to  seek  the  Lord  while 
we  are  young  and  in  health. 

"  I  was  this  afternoon  reminded  how  wrong  it 
would  be  to  put  off  thinking  of  my  soul  until  I  camo 
to  die.  I  went  to  see  a  sick  woman,  who  never 
thought  of  serving  God,  or  saving  her  soul,  until  she 
became  sick.  She  is  now  in  so  much  pain  of  body 
that  she  cannot  think  much  about  eternal  things ; 
but  when  her  thoughts  are  directed  to  this  subject, 
she  feels  that  she  is  altogether  unprepared  to  meet 
God  in  judgment ;  and  then  she  cries,  most  piteously 
and  despairingly,  '  God  be  merciful  to  me  a  poor 
sinner.'  I  cannot  close  without  desiring  to  be  affec 
tionately  remembered  to  all  my  friends.  Give  my 
love  to  dear  uncle  and  aunt,  and  tell  them  I  think 
often,  very  often  of  them,  and  always  with  deep 
feelings  of  love. 

"  Your  affectionate  cousin, 

"  ANZONETTA  R.  PETERS." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

DECLINING    HEALTH. 

THE  following  facts  may  tend  to  throw  increased 
light  upon  the  picture  we  have  attempted  to  draw 
of  Anzonetta's  character.  A  few  weeks  after  slio 
was  obliged,  from  her  declining  health,  to  keep 
within  doors,  her  aunt  Cecilia  and  her  sister  stopped 
in  to  see  her  on  their  way  to  the  lecture  or  Bible- 
class.  They  found  her  in  a  room  by  herself,  engaged  . 
with  her  Bible.  She  rose  to  receive  them  with  great 
sweetness  of  manner  and  affection,  pressing  them 
alternately  to  her  bosom.  She  made  no  allusion  to 
the  place  where  they  were  going,  but  her  whole 
manner  was  full  of  pensive,  meek  submission ;  and 
the  tear  that  every  now  and  then  started  into  her 
eye  showed  that  she  was  perfectly  aware  that  they 
were  on  their  way  to  that  sanctuary  whither  she  had 
so  often  and  joyfully  repaired — and  that  a  concealed 
pang  was  awakened  by  the  thought  that  she  could 
not  be  their  companion. 

The  reader,  I  have  no  doubt,  recollects  the  former 
statements  which  show  the  earnest  solicitude  she  felt 
to  be  present  at  the  sanctuary  on  all  occasions  of 
divine  service.  During  her  sickness,  she  related  the 
following  incident  to  her  mother,  while  speaking  on 
this  subject : 
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"  One  evening  we  had  company  at  tea.  Iri  con 
sequence  of  this  the  hour  of  tea  was  deferred,  and  I 
was  greatly  distressed  at  the  prospect  of  not  being 
able  to  attend  the  Bible-class.  While  I  sat  at  the 
table,  I  heard  the  church  bell  ringing,  and  at  each 
note  of  it  I  felt  that  my  heart  would  burst.  Each 
moment  I  felt  as  though  I  should  have  to  give  vent 
to  my  feelings  in  a  flood  of  tears.  I  did  not  know 
what  to  do  ;  but  I  began  to  lift  up  my  heart  to  God 
in  prayer;  and  presently  there  was  a  ring  at  the 
street-door  bell,  and  Eliza  came  to  the  room  and  told 

me  that  uncle  J desired  to  see  me.     Will  you 

believe  it  ?  He  had  come  to  accompany  me  to  the 
Bible-class.  I  felt  assured  that  this  was  in  answer 
to  my  prayer,  and  that  God  had  thus  opened  the 
way  for  my  getting  there." 

It  may  well  be  supposed,  from  what  has  been  said 
of  our  young  friend,  that  she  entirely  disapproved 
of  the  fashionable  amusements  of  the  world.  She 
thought  indulgence  in  them  wholly  inconsistent  with 
Christian  character. 

After  she  became  a  subject  of  divine  grace,  she 
was  present  undesignedly  in  three  several  instances 
where  dancing  was  introduced.  In  each  instance  it 
was  totally  unexpected  to  her,  and  caused  her  much 
painful  feeling.  One  instance  is  thus  described  by 
one  who  was  an  eye-witness  to  the  scene,  and  atten 
tively  observed  her  appearance  and  manner. 
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"  I  can  see  her  now  before  me  just  as  she  appeared 
on  that  evening.  There  were  a  number  of  young 
people  assembled  at  the  house.  As  the  evening 
advanced,  dancing  was  proposed.  The  centre-table 
was  immediately  rolled  out  of  the  way  to  make 
room.  Anzonetta  stood  leaning  upon  it  in  a  corner, 
as  one  who  had  no  lot  nor  part  in  the  matter.  Her 
head  was  bent  down,  and  a  shade  of  sorrow  rested 
upon  her  countenance,  indicative  of  the  regret  she 
felt  at  this  unexpected  termination  of  the  enjoyments 
of  the  evening.  Soon  the  dancers  were  so  totally. 
absorbed  in  their  amusement,  that  they  lost  sight  of 
her.  She  sat  down  in  the  shade  of  the  corner,  and 
having  drawn  from  her  bag  one  of  the  little  books 
that  she  always  carried  with  her,  she  also  soon  be 
came  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  divine  truth, 
and  her  thoughts  were  in  heaven." 

It  is 'one  excellence  of  the  Christian  character  to 
possess  firmness  and  moral  courage  to  carry  out  and 
execute  what  we  know  ought  to  be  done.  Many  fail 
here.  They  see  what  is  the  path  of  duty,  and  re 
solve  to  walk  in  it ;  but  at  the  moment  of  action 
their  courage  fails,  their  firmness  gives  way,  and 
they  are  not  able  to  execute  what  they  had  firmly 
resolved  upon. 

No  one  had  naturally  more  timidity  or  weaker 
nerves  than  Anzonetta.  Yet,  under  the  influence  of 
Christian  principle,  she  acquired  a  stability  of  char- 
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acter,  and  a  firmness  of  purpose,  that  enabled  her 
to  go  through  with  every  duty  unflinchingly.  The 
following  incident  will  illustrate  this  remark. 

It  was  not  long  after  she  had  enrolled  herself  with 
the  followers  of  Christ,  that  sho  went  with  her  sister 
to  Arisit  a  poor  sick  woman.  After  she  had  conversed 
with  her  a  while,  and  spoken  to  her  of  the  impor 
tance  of  prayer,  just  as  she  was  about  to  kneel  down 
to  invoke  the  mercy  and  grace  of  God,  the  door 
opened,  and  there  entered  two  or  three  young  ladies, 
gayly  attired,  who  had  come  by  the  request  of  their 
mothers  to  make  some  inquiries  in  relation  to  this 
sick  woman.  They  were  all  strangers  to  Anzonetta, 
and  their  whole  demeanor  bespoke  any  thing  rather 
than  Christian  simplicity  or  religious  seriousness. 
Their  sudden  and  unexpected  entrance  did  not  lead 
Anzonetta  to  desist  from  her  purpose.  She  was  not 
ashamed  of  the  cross  of  Christ.  "Without  a  moment's 
hesitation,  therefore,  she  kneeled  down,  and  most 
solemnly  appealed  to  the  divine  Being,  and  poured 
out  her  whole  soul  in  earnest  and  fervent  supplica 
tion  for  a  spiritual  blessing  upon  this  sick  arid  af 
flicted  woman. 

The  young  disciple,  whose  character  the  preceding 
pages  have  imperfectly  delineated,  was  brought  to 
the  stern  test  of  severe  and  protracted  suffering.  We 
are  now  called  to  see  her  lying  down  on  a  bed  of 
sickness,  where  month  after  month  disease  preyed 
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upon  her  delicate  frame,  till  she  was  wasted  quite 
down  to  death. 

Anzonetta's  last  illness  was  very  tedious  arid  pro 
tracted.  Many  days  of  pain,  and  nights  of  restless 
tossing  arid  weariness,  were  appointed  unto  her.  She 
lay  long  on  the  couch  of  languishing,  withering  un 
der  the  blight  of  disease,  till,  in  the  language  of  the 
psalmist,  "  her  beauty  had  departed  " — "  her  strength 
was  dried  up  like  a  potsherd,  and  her  tongue  clave 
to  her  jaws."  Still,  she  counted  it  all  joy  that  she 
had  been  brought  into  these  trials,  knowing  that  it 
was  the  will  of  her  heavenly  Father,  and  that  the 
trying  of  her  faith  would  work  patience ;  and  she 
hoped,  too,  that  it  would  "be  found  unto  praise,  and 
honor,  and  glory,  at  the  appearing  of  Jesus  Christ, 
whom  not  having  seen,  she  loved ;  in  whom,  though 
now  she  saw  him  not,  yet  believing,  she  rejoiced  with 
joy  unspeakable  and  full  of  glory." 

To  appreciate  fully  the  strength  of  the  principles 
by  which  she  was  animated,  and  the  power  of  that 
faith  by  which  she  was  supported,  it  will  be  neces 
sary  for  the  reader  to  have  a  distinct  view  of  the 
nature  and  character  of  her  sickness.  It  continued 
for  more  than  a  year,  during  "which  she  daily  bore 
an  amount  of  suffering  little  short  of  that  endured  by 
the  martyr  at  the  stake,  and  yet  amid  it  all  she  could 
look  up  and  rejoice  in  God  her  Saviour. 

Perhaps  the  sketch  drawn  by  her  mother,  in  rela- 
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tiori  to  the  nature  and  character  of  her  sickness,  will 
place  more  distinctly  before  the  reader  a  view  of 
Anzonetta's  sick  chamber,  than  any  description  we 
could  give.  She  thus  adverts  to  the  commencement 
of  her  daughter's  last  sickness. 

"  Anzonetta  left  the  city  just  as  the  cholera  began 
to  make  its  appearance.  She  had  remained  long 
enough,  however,  amid  the  pestilential  atmosphere 
for  her  system  to  imbibe  the  elements  of  disease.  In 
leaving  the  city,  she  yielded  to  the  importunity  of 
friends,  rather  than  followed  the  wishes  of  her  own 
heart.  Like  many  others  fleeing  from  the  grasp  of 
the  destroyer,  however,  she  had  alarming  evidence 
during  her  journey,  that  change  of  place  was  no 
security  against  his  dark,  blighting  influence.  While 
going  up  the  North  river,  on  her  way  to  Dashville, 
she  experienced  several  of  the  premonitory  symptoms 
of  this  appalling  disease.  After  her  arrival  at  Dash 
ville,  she,  with  several  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  place, 
was  attacked  with  symptoms  of  cholera,  which  threat 
ened  to  eventuate  in  a  very  malignant  form  of  the 
disease.  Medical  means  that  had  relieved  others 
failed  to  exert  a  salutary  influence  in  her  case.  Re 
course  was  had  to  more  powerful  remedies,  but  un 
der  them  all  she  seemed  to  be  rapidly  sinking.  Her 
physician  became  alarmed  for  the  issue,  and  expressed 
the  apprehension  that  she  would  not  live  till  the  next 
morning,  unless  something  could  be  done  to  make  the 
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system  rally  its  powers.  He  then  tried  the  effect  of 
stimulants,  which  proved  efficacious,  and  she  revived. 
She  recovered  very  slowly.  She  gained  barely 
strength  enough  to  walk  about  a  little.  The  most 
gentle  exercise  could  not  be  encountered  without 
great  fatigue.  Her  appetite  wras  gone,  and  sho 
seemed  to  loathe  almost  every  kind  of  food.  Her 
digestive  organs  were  so  much  impaired,  that  the 
smallest  quantity  of  any  kind  of  food  she  took  dis 
tressed  her  inconceivably.  All  this  time  I  was  sep 
arated  from  my  child  :  and  when  the  news  reached 
me  that  Anzonetta  was  Buffering  under  the  effects  of 
an  attack  of  the  cholera,  I  was  unable  to  leave  my 
bed.  What  could  I  do  ?  Oh,  I  could  cast  my  burden 
on  the  Lord.  I  knew  that  my  child  was  safe  in  his 
hands,  and  that  nothing  could  befall  her  without  his 
permission.  I  felt  confident  that  her  soul  was  in  a 
state  of  preparation  to  depart,  and  I  therefore  was 
able  to  commit  her  and  myself  into  the  hands  of  a 
merciful  and  covenant-keeping  God. 

"  It  was  the  1st  of  September  before  either  Anzo 
netta  or  myself  was  able  to  reach  New  York.  I 
was  distressed  to  see  what  ravages  disease  had  made 
upon  my  child,  but  yet  thankful  to  God  that  he  had 
permitted  me  to  embrace  her  once  more  on  the 
earth. 

"  I  was  astonished  to  see  how  little  she  ate.  She 
still  continued  to  take  considerable  exercise,  though  I 
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perceived  that  it  was  attended  with  great  fatigue  and 
panting  for  breath. 

"  I  saw  but  too  plainly,  from  the  dull,  heavy  look 
of  her  eye,  the  ashy  paleness  of  her  cheek,  crossed 
with  an  occasional  hectic  flush,  and  the  marble 
coldness  of  her  hands,  that  a  fearful  blow  had  been 
struck  at  the  very  foundations  of  life.  Each  day,  as 
the  evening  drew  near,  nature  would  become  ex 
hausted,  and  she  was  compelled  to  seek  relief  by 
retiring  to  her  bed.  But,  notwithstanding  her  health 
was  so  precarious,  and  her  strength  so  feeble,  she 
arose  early  every  morning  to  dedicate  herself  anew 
to  God,  arid  cast  herself  with  all  her  weakness  on 
his  kind  parental  care.  Her  languid  enfeebled  frame 
was  scarcely  able  to  endure  the  fatigue  of  going  to 
the  place  where  she  daily  performed  her  secret  devo 
tions,  but  she  would  not  permit  herself  to  be  deprived 
of  this  heavenly  interview  with  that  God  who  seeth 
in  secret,  and  hath  prepared  inconceivable,  ineffable 
delight  'for  him  that  waitcth  for  him*  Her  heart, 
which  truly  panted  after  God,  drew  her  frail  body  to 
the  sanctuary,  to  unite  in  the  prayers  and  thanks 
givings  of  those  who  kept  holy  day.  The  effort, 
however,  was  too  great.  She  went  only  two  or  three 
times  to  church  after  her  return  to  the  city. 

<;  A  great  trial  was  now  before  her  that  she  did  not 
anticipate.  Her  sickness  and  absence  had  prevented 
her  from  being  apprized  of  the  probable  removal  of 
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him  whom  she  regarded  as  her  spiritual  father,  to 
another  field  of  labor.     I  was  aware  that  such  an 
event  was  apprehended,  but  knowing  that  it  would 
distress  her,  I  cautiously  kept  it  from  her  till  the 
decision  was  made.     It  so  happened,  that  the  only 
half  day  she  was  able  to  walk  as  far  as  Christ  church, 
it  was  announced  that  Mr.  C would,  the  follow 
ing  Sabbath,  preach  his  farewell  sermon.     As  she 
had  not  had  the  least  intimation  that  any  such  event 
was  in  contemplation,  the  shock  to  her  was  almost 
overpowering.     She  had  just  strength  sufficient  that 
morning  to  enable  her  to  reach  the  house  of  God. 
In  that  dear  sanctuary  she  expected  to  meet  with 
sacred  influences  that  would  tranquillize  and  invig 
orate  her  soul.     There  on  that  morning  she  hoped 
to  hear  some  sweet  message  of  a  Redeemer's  love, 
that  would  confirm  her  hopes,  and  draw  up  all  her 
thoughts  and  affections,  and  fix  them  in  calm  con 
templation  upon  eternal  things.     "When  this  unex 
pected  announcement  was  made,  her  enjoyment  was 
dashed  to  the  ground.     It  was  almost  too  much  for 
her  poor  shattered  frame.     It  was  the  last  time  that 
she  crossed  the  threshold  of  the  sanctuary.     It  was 
with  difficulty  that  she    reached   home.     She    ap 
peared  greatly  distressed,  and  said  to  me, 

"  '  Mother,  it  is  so  long  since  I  have  had  that  spir 
itual  food  which  my  soul  requires,  and  I  had  formed 
such  pleasing  anticipations  of  being  again  led  by  my 
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spiritual  guide  to  the  green  pastures  of  salvation,  and 
beside  the  still  waters  of  comfort,  that  I  feel  I  cannot 
give  him  up.  Never  did  I  so  much  need  his  advice 
as  now,  and  no  one  so  well  understands  my  spiritual 
necessities.  How  can  I  be  submissive  ?' 

"It  was  not  long,  however,  before  she  entirely 
acquiesced  in  this  dispensation,  and  became  fully  con 
vinced  that  it  was  really  the  Lord  who  had  called 
her  pastor  to  another  field  of  labor. 

"  Her  friends  hoped  that  by  good  medical  treat 
ment  and  careful  nursing  she  might  again  be  restored 
to  health.  I  must  say,  however,  that  I  had  no  such 
hopes.  I  had  long  considered  Anzonetta  as  ripening 
for  the  celestial  paradise,  and  felt  that  that  was  the 
most  congenial  clime  for  her ;  but  I  knew  it  was  a 
duty  to  do  all  that  could  be  done  to  remove  disease. 
The  best  medical  advice  was  sought,  and  every  rem 
edy  which  the  wisdom,  and  skill,  and  long  experi 
ence  of  those  best  versed  in  the  healing  art  could 
suggest,  was  resorted  to  ;  but  the  decree  had  gone 
forth,  and  all  human  efforts  were  baffled.  Daily 
watching  over  my  child,  I  distinctly  saw  the  slow 
but  sure  advances  of  the  destroyer — the  still  declin 
ing  appetite — the  languid  and  unsteady  footstep — the 
feeble  voice,  and  increased  difficulty  of  respiration. 
As  early  as  the  beginning  of  October,  1832,  the  effort 
to  converse  became  painful  to  her,  and  could  not  be 
continued  without  frequent  catching  of  breath,  and 
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long  pauses  for  rest ;  yet  slie  expressed  no  apprehen 
sion  as  to  the  issue.  To  me  she  would  say,  when 
she  saw  my  anxiety  in  relation  to  her  health, 

"  '  Dear  mother,  do  not  be  alarmed  ahout  me.  I 
shall  soon  be  better.  You  know  that  the  Lord  order- 
eth  our  goings.  Not  a  sparrow  falleth  to  the  ground 
without  his  permission.  I  am  in  his  hands,  and  he 
will  direct  all  things  for  the  best.  It  is  his  own 
promise — that  all  things  work  together  for  good  to 
them  that  love  God — to  them  who  are  the  called 
according  to  his  purpose.' 

"  She  unquestionably,  at  this  very  time,  looked  for 
ward  with  full  expectation  that  the  hour  of  her  death 
was  rapidly  advancing.  For,  to  some  of  her  friends 
who  would  not  be  so  much  distressed  by  such  an 
event  as  her  mother,  she  would  say,  '  I  am  indeed 
very  weak,  I  have  no  doubt  that  I  am  in  a  decline  ; 
but  I  would  not  on  any  account  have  my  mother  or 
aunt  understand  what  my  impression  is  ;  it  would 
greatly  distress  them  ;  and  at  present  this  is  unne 
cessary.' 

"  Exercise  in  the  open  air  was  recommended  ;  but 
several  difficulties  stood  in  the  way  of  it.  It  was 
found  that  walking  was  too  fatiguing,  and  that  riding 
was  attended  even  with  worse  consequences.  Every 
time  she  attempted  to  get  exercise  in  either  of  these 
•ways,  her  sufferings  were  greatly  increased.  She 
lived  upon  so  small  a  quantity  of  food,  that  I  was 


ANZONETTA  R.  PETERS.  87 

astonished  that  she  could  subsist,  and  should  not  have 
been  surprised  at  any  moment  if  nature  had  given 
way,  and  she  had  died  from  simple  exhaustion.  She 
continued  in  this  state,  gradually  failing,  until  the 
latter  part  of  December,  when  even  the  small  quan 
tity  of  food  that  she  took  had  to  be  diminished.  A 
very  small  bit  of  bread,  and  a  few  teaspoonfuls  of 
calves'-foot  jelly,  was  all  that  she  took  during  the 
twenty-four  hours.  In  this  way  she  continued  for 
some  time.  She  was  able  to  sit  up  most  of  the  day, 
to  go  up  and  down  stairs,  and  occasionally  to  walk 
out  a  short  distance. 

"  In  the  early  part  of  January,  the  weather  being 
very  severe,  she  remarked  that  she  wanted  nothing 
but  cold  water  and  the  air.  Water  she  could  not 
take — her  stomach  had  rejected  it  for  several  months. 
When  she  thus  expressed  a  wish  for  the  air,  I  walked 
with  her  to  her  aunt's,  and  sat  there  for  a  short  time. 
The  exertion  was  almost  too  great  for  her.  We 
returned  with  difficulty  ;  and  this  was  the  last  time 
that  dear  Anzonetta's  feet  pressed  the  ground.  A 
few  days  after  this,  she  was  brought  down  to  her 
bed  with  complete  exhaustion,  which  was  so  extreme 
that  it  seemed  like  suspended  animation,  from  one 
paroxysm  of  which  she  revived  just  long  enough  to 
gink  into  another.  Her  physician  now  said  she  could 
not  live  two  days  unless  she  could  take  more  nour 
ishment.  Just  at  this  time  the  Lord  interposed.  A 
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favorable  change  took  place,  so  that  she  was  able  to 
receive  a  larger  quantity  of  food  at  a  time  than  she 
had  done  for  several  months  previous  ;  but  even  this 
did  not  seem  to  strengthen  her  system,  but  served 
merely  to  keep  the  spark  of  life  from  utter  extinction. 
She  continued  with  but  little  variation  in  this  state 
until  the  middle  of  March,  when  there  seemed  to 
remain  scarcely  a  gleam  of  hope  in  relation  to  her 
recovery.  When  this  dreadful  sinking  of  life,  and 
these  fits  of  complete  exhaustion,  first  seized  her,  in 
January,  she  expressed  some  fears  of  death.  Draw 
ing  me  close  to  her,  in  a  low  whisper,  she  said, 

"  '  Dear  mother,  my  mind  is  weak  and  confused ; 
my  memory  fails  me ;  and  there  is  no  promise  I  can 
lay  hold  of 

"  I  repeated  several — one  of  which  she  was  ena 
bled  to  plead,  and  it  afforded  her  some  support ;  yet 
her  fears  returned  at  times,  and  greatly  depressed 
her.  I  was  grieved  that  she  had  these  fears  ;  though 
my  confidence  that  she  was  one  of  God's  own  chil 
dren  was  not  in  the  least  shaken.  The  cloud  that 
intercepted  the  beams  of  the  Sun  of  righteousness, 
and  brought  this  temporary  darkness  upon  her  soul, 
was  soon  removed,  and  she  experienced  the  fulfilment 
of  the  promise  above  referred  to,  which  she  marked 
in  her  Bible.  '  The  work  of  righteousness  shall  be 
peace  ;  and  the  effect  of  righteousness,  quietness  and 
assurance  for  ever.'  The  appropriated  righteousness 
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of  Christ,  which  she  could  now  claim,  brought  her 
that  delightful  assurance  which  dispelled  every  cloud. 

"Anzorietta  was  visited  frequently  by  the  Rev. 
Dr.  Lyell,  the  senior  pastor  of  the  church  where  her 
name  was  enrolled  as  a  communicant,  and  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Smedes,  the  assistant  minister. '  She  could  some 
times  unite  in  their  prayers,  and  feel  her  soul  borne 
away  to  heave-n  on  the  wings  of  devotion.  But  more 
frequently,  from  her  extreme  debility,  she  was  totally 
unconscious  of  what  they  said.  Upon  reviving  from 
one  of  these  states  of  exhaustion,  which  not  unfre- 
quently  occurred  while  her  pastor  was  in  the  act  of 
supplicating  divine  mercy,  she  would  remark,  '  I 
could  hear  the  sound  of  the  voice,  but  could  not  dis 
tinguish  or  comprehend  one  word  that  was  uttered. 
"While  in  these  paroxysms,  I  feel  as  if  I  was  sinking 
into  a  deep,  dark,  unknown  place,  and  have  no  power 
to  speak  or  move.' 

"  In  this  period  of  her  sickness,  as  may  well  be 
supposed,  her  nerves  were  very  weak,  and  she  could 
not  bear  any  noise.  In  speaking  to  her,  we  had  to 
modulate  the  voice  on  a  low  key,  and  to  be  exceed 
ingly  gentle  in  our  manner  of  addressing  her.  An 
abrupt,  quick  manner  of  speaking,  though  but  a  sin 
gle  word  were  spoken,  or  a  hasty  tread,  though  the 
footstep  was  ever  so  light,  would  immediately  pro 
duce  one  of  those  paroxysms  of  exhaustion.  She 
could  scarcely  bear  the  presence  of  more  than  one 
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individual  at  a  time  in  the  room  with  her.  My 
station  was  at  her  bedside,  where  her  food,  and 
whatever  she  needed  out  of  the  room,  was  handed 
me  by  another  person,  who  immediately  withdrew. 
It  was  seldom  that  any  one  else  was  admitted,  save 
her  medical  attendant,  and  her  spiritual  instructors. 
She  became  accustomed  to  the  sound  of  my  footstep 
and  the  tone  of  my  voice,  and  all  other  sounds  seemed 
to  distress  her.  But  still,  in  the  midst  of  this  weak 
ness,  her  kindness  remained  unabated,  and  she  would 
often  say, 

"  '  Dear  mother,  this  fatigue,  and  constant  watch 
ing  and  confinement,  are  too  much  for  you ;  I  am 
sure  your  health  will  suffer  ;  I  cannot  bear  the  idea 
that  you  should  be  worn  out  in  attending  upon  me. 
Dear  mother,  do  leave  the  room  for  a  little  while ; 
go  out  and  take  the  fresh  air ;  I  shall  get  along  very 
well.' 

"  While  speaking  to  me  in  this  way,  and  urging 
me  to  leave  her  to  take  care  of  myself,  often  have  I 
known  her  to  sink  into  a  swoon,  from  the  very  anx 
iety  she  felt  about  me.  Sometimes  I  was  obliged  to 
leave  the  room  to  satisfy  her.  In  these  instances, 
she  wished  to  be  left  alone,  rather  than  to  have  any 
one  with  her,  and  would  say,  to  quiet  my  fears, 
'  Don't  be  uneasy  about  me — I  am  in.  safe  hands.' 
Her  sufferings,  at  times,  were  very  acute  ;  though 
usually  what  she  had  principally  to  contend  with, 
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was  extreme  debility  and  exhaustion.  Her  food  sel 
dom  revived  for  a  moment  her  languid  frame,  hut 
rather  produced  a  sense  of  oppression.  For  weeks 
together,  she  would  subsist  on  two  little  robins,  with 
a  little  crisped  bread,  and  a  small  quantity  of  arrow 
root.  Often,  in  preparing  this  food,  I  thought  of  the 
Saviour's  words,  '  Not  a  sparrow  falleth  to  the 
ground  without  your  Father ;'  and  it  led  me  to 
reflect  that  he  had  watched  these  little  birds  while 
building  their  nests,  sheltering  and  feeding  their 
young,  that  they  might  sustain  an  heir  of  eternal 
life. 

"  In  all  this  debility  and  suffering,  which  Anzo- 
netta  experienced,  there  was  no  murmuring  or  com 
plaining — no  restless  anxiety  for  relief— no  urging 
to  try  this  or  that  remedy  with  the  hope  of  being 
restored — no  dissatisfaction  with  any  thing  that  was 
done  ;  but,  in  all  respects,  there  was  the  sweetest 
submission  to  the  divine  will,  and  the  firmest  reliance 
upon  the  direction  of  Providence.  When  we  pro 
posed  to  do  any  thing  for  her  in  the  hope  it  would 
aflbrd  relief,  upon  being  asked  if  it  should  be  tried, 
she  would  sweetly  reply,  'Dear  mother, just  as  shall 
be  thought  best.'  " 

From  this  account  of  Anzonetta's  sickness,  the 
reader  will  be  enabled  to  form  some  opinion  of  the 
degree  of  faith  and  patience  that  she  must  have  ex 
ercised,  to  have  retained  such  unbroken  composure 
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and  tranquillity  of  mind.  The  physician  who  at 
tended  Anzonetta  had  expressed  very  confidently  his 
opinion  in  relation  to  the  character  of  her  disease. 
A  2iost  mortem  examination  showed  that  he  had 
judged  correctly.  Millions  of  ulcers  were  found  upon 
the  lining  membrane  of  the  stomach.  Every  parti 
cle  of  food  she  took,  of  course,  passed  over  this  in 
flamed  and  ulcerated  surface,  and  could  not  fail  to 
cause  the  most  excruciating  pain. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

EFFORTS    TO    BE    USEFUL. 

ABOUT  the  middle  of  March,  1833,  her  strength 
became  so  far  recruited,  that  some  days  she  could°sit 
up  several  hours  at  a  time,  and,  with  a  little  assist 
ance,  could  walk  across  the  room.  When  sitting  up, 
she  at  first  attempted  to  read  a  small  portion  of  the 
sacred  text ;  but  she  soon  found  that  when  she  did, 
her  health  usually  suffered  afterwards  in  consequence 
of  it.  The  exercises  of  prayer  and  praise  were  de 
lightful  to  her.  As  it  fatigued  her  greatly  even  to 
listen  to  the  reading  of  another,  she  was  obliged  to 
depend  principally,  for  aliment  to  quicken  and  sus 
tain  her  devotional  feelings,  upon  the  stores  of  relig 
ious  truth  that  she  had  laid  up  in  her  memory  while 
in  health.  She  seemed  fully  to  appreciate  the  mercy 
of  God  in  having  prepared  her  for  a  sick  bed,  before 
he  laid  her  upon  it.  She  often  remarked, 

"  0,  what  could  I  now  do,  if  I  knew  nothing  of  a 
Saviour's  love,  and  the  merits  of  his  precious  blood '.' 
If  my  soul's  salvation  had  not  been  secured  in  health, 
how  could  I  now  endure  the  burden  of  un forgiven 
sin  ?  I  am  thoroughly  convinced  that  a  sick  bed  is 
no  place  on  which  to  begin  to  seek  God.  The  soul 
ill 01  requires  all  the  power  of  supporting  grace  to 
enable  it  to  endure  the  sufferings  of  the  body." 
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Anzonetta  could  not  bear  the  idea  of  living  a  sin 
gle  day  without  doing  something  for  Christ.  During 
her  sickness,  she  would  often  express  a  desire  to  aid 
in  some  way  the  sewing  circles,  that  were  engaged 
in  efforts  to  raise  money  to  send  the  Gospel  to  the 
darkened  and  the  destitute.  After  she  became  en 
tirely  unable  to  sit  up,  she  tried  to  construct  a  vari 
ety  of  articles  of  fancy  work  for  this  purpose  ;  but  her 
strength  was  unequal  to  the  task.  Still,  she  could 
not  give  up  the  idea  of  making  the  labor  of  her 
hands  contribute  in  some  way  to  this  cause.  She 
attempted  to  form  wafer  wreaths ;  but  soon  found 
the  colors  too  bright  for  her  weak  eyes.  Her  head 
became  affected,  and  she  was  obliged  to  abandon 
them.  Then  she  undertook  to  prepare  prints  for 
transfer  work  ;  but  her  fingers  were  unequal  to  the 
effort  of  guiding  the  scissors  so  as  to  do  it  correctly. 
Patchwork  was  too  exciting  for  her  miserably  shat 
tered  nerves  ;  and  often,  by  the  time  the  implements 
of  work  were  handed  to  her,  a  paroxysm  of  exhaus 
tion  had  unfitted  her  for  every  exertion.  Upon  re 
viving,  however,  the  efibrt  would  be  renewed,  and 
she  would  say, 

"  I  cannot  bear  to  be  an  idler  in  the  vineyard  of 
the  Lord.  I  am  doing  nothing  for  the  Saviour,  who 
has  done  so  much  for  me.  I  long  to  do  a  little  some 
thing  to  advance  his  cause." 

What  a  rebuke  was  the  conduct  of  this  young 
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afflicted  disciple  to  the  idleness  and  sloth  of  many 
professed  followers  of  Christ,  who  have  health,  and 
leisure,  and  opportunity  to  do  much  to  extend  the 
Gospel,  and  yet  have  never  put  forth  a  finger  to  the 
work.  If  such  professing  Christians  ever  get  as  near 
a  view  of  heaven  as  Anzonetta  did,  when  she  lay 
upon  her  sick  bed,  they  will  then  deplore  their  crim 
inal  neglect  of  duty  ;  and  the  remembrance  of  the 
many  opportunities  of  engaging  in  personal  efforts  for 
Christ,  then  for  ever  lost,  will  pierce  them  through 
with  many  sorrows. 

As  Anzonetta  passed  the  winter  months  without 
much  apparent  alteration  for  the  worse,  her  friends 
began  to  cherish  the  hope  that  the  warm  weather 
would  revive  her  sinking  frame,  and  that  her  health 
would  again  be  restored.  The  spring  now  began  to 
open,  and  there  were  some  symptoms  that  seemed  to 
warrant  the  indulgence  of  this  hope.  But  in  the 
latter  part  of  March,  she  was  attacked  with  a  violent 
sick  headache,  which  in  a  short  time  produced  a 
return  of  all  her  former  debility.  The  attack  was 
violent  in  the  extreme.  Every  nerve  in  her  system 
seemed  pierced  Avith  distress,  and  smitten  with  mor 
bid  irritability.  During  this  long  attack  of  headache, 
every  ray  of  light  had  to  be  excluded  from  her  room  ; 
and,  although  the  weather  was  severely  cold,  all  the 
doors  around  her  had  to  be  set  wide  open,  to  afford 
air  enough  to  support  respiration.  At  this  time,  she 
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was  enduring  as  much,  pain  as  she  could  bear.  It 
was  her  own  opinion  that  her  frail  body  could  not 
possibly  have  endured  more.  Adverting  to  her  situ 
ation,  in  this  period  of  her  sickness,  Mrs.  Peters 
remarks, 

"The  frequent  hectic  flush,  the  daily  returning 
chill  arid  fever,  together  with  the  unearthly  bright 
ness  that  occasionally  kindled  up  in  her  eye,  put  an 
end  to  all  my  hopes  of  her  restoration  to  health." 

In  a  short  time,  Anzonetta  gradually  so  far  recov 
ered  from  this  attack  that  she  could  walk  about  her 
chamber,  and,  with  a  little  assistance,  get  into  an 
adjoining  room,  where  she  had  an  opportunity  of 
watching  the  progress  of  vegetation.  The  sight  of 
the  green  grass  and  the  opening  blossoms  of  spring 
was  quite  reviving  to  her  spirits.  She  remained 
very  much  in  this  state  until  the  month  of  May, 
when,  as  the  heat  increased,  and  the  weather  be 
came  close  and  sultry,  its  debilitating  influence  began 
to  be  severely  felt.  Her  friends  thought  she  could 
not  possibly  survive  the  heat  of  the  summer  in  the 
city,  and  began  to  devise  some  mode  of  removing  her 
into  the  country.  The  circumstances  and  incidents 
connected  with  this  attempt  are  thus  described  by 
her  mother. 

"  A  bed  was  fixed  in  the  coach,  and  Anzonetta 
was  carried  down  stairs  and  placed  upon  it.  £Ier 
•lebility  was  such,  however,  that  I  thought  she  would 
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hardly  survive  the  attempt.  She  afterwards  re 
marked,  that  she  felt  as  though  she  should  have  died 
during  the  effort  of  being  borne  to  the  carriage.  We 
were  to  cross  the  North  river  to  Hoboken.  In  pass 
ing  down  to  the  steamboat,  a  horse,  attached  to  a 
cart  just  behind  us,  having  taken  fright,  and  got 
loose  from  his  driver,  was,  to  all  appearance,  coming 
at  full  speed  against  our  carriage.  I  was  alarmed 
for  the  consequences.  Anzonetta,  hearing  the  noise 
and  bustle  behind  us,  suddenly  raised  her  head  to 
ascertain  the  cause  of  this  commotion. 

"  I  said,  '  My  dear  child,  don't  be  alarmed.' 
"  She  meekly,  and  with  the  utmost  composure, 
replied,  '  I  have  no  cause  for  fear,  dear  mother ;  God 
is  my  protector,  and  I  am  confident  not  a  hair  of  my 
head  will  be  injured,  without  his  permission.  I  feel 
not  the  least  apprehension.' 

"  I  was  surprised  and  humbled  by  this  evidence  of 
her  unshaken  confidence  in  the  divine  protection — a 
confidence  that  rested  on  so  firm  a  basis  that  even 
the  approach  of  sudden  and  imminent  danger  could 
not  shake  it.  The  event,  in  this  instance,  showed 
that  her  confidence  was  not  ill  founded.  Just  at  the 
moment  that  the  impending  danger  seemed  ready  to 
eventuate  in  a  fatal  disaster,  a  friendly  hand  seized 
the  rein  of  the  horse,  that  was  plunging  forward  upon 
our  carriage  with  such  violence,  and  turned  him 
aside,  so  that  we  passed  on  unharmed." 

Mem.  Peters.  7 
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The  air  upon  the  water  somewhat  revived  Anzo- 
netta  ;  and  when  her  mother  and  herself  had  reached 
the  opposite  shore,  she  expressed  a  wish  to  ride  a 
short  distance.  The  wish  was  acceded  to.  After 
riding  about  a  mile  and  a  half,  they  returned  to  Ho- 
boken.  She  was  very  much  fatigued,  and  remained 
in  her  bed  for  several  hours.  In  the  afternoon,  with 
some  assistance,  she  arose,  and  being  placed  in  an 
easy  arm  chair,  she  was  drawn  to  the  window  to 
give  her  the  fresh  air  and  a  view  of  the  surround 
ing  scenery.  The  window  looked  out  upon  one  of  the 
most  lovely  scenes  on  earth.  Jersey  .City  and  shore 
were  to  be  distinctly  seen  on  one  side,  and  the  lower 
part  of  New  York  and  the  Battery  jutting  into  the 
bay  on  the  other ;  while  the  whole  bay  itself  lay 
stretched  before  the  eye,  studded  with  its  sweet 
islands,  and  enlivened  by  the  white  sails  that  con 
stantly  flitted  over  its  placid  bosom.  The  view  was 
calculated  to  awaken  the  highest  emotions  of  pleas 
ure  in  the  bosom  even  of  one  who  had  no  peculiar 
love  of  natural  scenery ;  but  to  Anzonetta,  who  was 
enthusiastically  fond  both  of  mountain  and  water 
scenery,  and  who  could  stand  and  gaze  by  the  hour 
upon  such  a  picture,  possessing  the  living  forms  and 
the  happiest  combination  of  all  that  is  beautiful  in 
water,  earth,  and  sky,  this  view  was  overwhelming. 
For  nearly  six  months  she  had  been  languishing  in  a 
sick  room,  shut  out  from  the  whole  world  of  nature, 


ANZONETTA   R.    PETERS.  09 

This  scene,  though  familiar  to  her  in  former  years, 
now  burst  upon  her  with  the  power  of  enchantment, 
and  she  could  not  refrain  from  exclaiming-, 

"  0,  how  beautiful — how  beautiful !  My  soul  is 
filled  with  delight  in  being  once  more  permitted  to 
gaze  upon  these  beautiful  works.  My  Father  made 
them  all.  He  is  the  earth's  Creator.  How  calm 
that  noble  river  looks.  How  sweet  and  peaceful 
yonder  green  bank.  What  a  soft,  lovely  shade  of 
tranquillity  is  cast  over  this  whole  scene.  In  view 
of  all  these  objects  around  us,  who  would  not  feel 
prompted  to  lift  up  his  heart  in  devout  adoration  to 
G  od  ?  "What  a  perfect  finish  is  given  to  every  thing 
to  which  God  puts  his  hand.  These  ten  thousand 
sweet  objects  upon  which  the  Creator's  name  and 
praise  are  written,  seem  to  draw  up  the  heart  irre 
sistibly  to  him  in  gratitude  and  praise.  And  this  is 
the  hour  I  love  above  all  others — just  as  the  day  is 
beginning  to  decline  and  fade  into  evening.  I  love 
the  soft,  mild  ray  of  this  sweet  hour.  It  never  fails 
to  attune  my  heart  to  the  exercises  of  prayer,  and 
meditation,  and  holy  communion  with  God.  It  is 
the  hour  that  I  have  long  consecrated  to  my  closet 
exercises.  The  words  that  have  oft  breathed  the 
feelings  of  my  heart,  now  come  sweetly  to  my  mind  : 

"I  love  to  steal  awhile  away 

From  every  cumbering  care, 
And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 
In  humble,  grateful  prayer. 
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I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 

The  penitential  tear, 
And  all  his  promises  to  plead, 

Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 
I  love  to  think  of  mercies  past, 

And  future  good  implore  ; 
And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 

On  Him  whom  I  adore. 
I  love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 

Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven ; 
The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew, 

While  here  by  tempests  driven. 
Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 

May  its  departing  ray 
Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour, 

And  lead  to  endless  day." 

Anzonetta,  on  this  occasion,  seemed  more  than 
ordinarily  sweet  and  lovely.  Her  mother  could  do 
nothing  but  stand  in  silence  and  admire,  while  she 
thus  descanted  upon  the  scene  before  her.  It  seemed 
as  though  her  tongue  had  been  touched  with  seraphic 
fire,  while  with  kindling  animation  she  thus  poured 
forth  the  unpremeditated  effusions  of  her  heart.  Her 
chair  was  often  drawn  to  the  same  window,  that  she 
might  again  enjoy  a  view  of  this  beautiful  prospect, 
and  she  never  failed  to  make  some  sweet  comment 
upon  it :  these  comments,  however,  were  always  so 
connected  with  the  Creator's  praise,  that  her  mother 
could  not  but  feel  that  to  a  Christian  eye  like  hers, 
"  the  earth  was  indeed  full  of  his  glory." 
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It  was  only  for  a  few  moments  at  a  time  that  she 
could  sit  up  to  enjoy  this  scene.  The  weather  about 
this  time  became  unusually  cold  and  wet,  and  An- 
zonetta  was  obliged  for  several  weeks  to  keep  her 
bed.  Thus  was  she  again  shut  out  from  those  pleas 
ures  that  she  so  highly  prized.  As  the  season  ad 
vanced,  her  health  became  no  better,  but  the  pros 
pect  on  the  other  hand  looked  more  discouraging. 
She,  however,  expressed  no  disappointment,  but  con 
tinued  calm  and  peaceful,  and  perfectly  submissive 
to  the  divine  will.  Her  mother  remarks,  in  relation 
to  her  at  this  time, 

"  Her  appetite  was  so  delicate,  I  was  filled  with 
constant  anxiety  to  invent  or  procure  for  her  some 
thing  that  she  could  eat.  My  unbelieving  care  often 
received  from  her  a  merited  rebuke.  She  would 
frequently  remark, 

"  '  Now,  dear  mother,  I  know  that  you  are  uneasy 
about  me  ;  but  there  is  no  cause  for  this  anxiety. 
You  know  that  all  creatures  are  the  objects  of  God's 
kind  care,  and  the  little  birds  who  cannot  provide  for 
the  morrow,  or  lay  up  a  store  for  the  future  want, 
receive  their  daily  supply  of  food  from  him,  and  he 
will  not  let  me  want  any  thing  that  is  necessary  for 
me  ;  for  he  has  said,  '  No  good  thing  shall  he  with 
hold  from  them  that  love  him.'  Mother,  you  are 
too  anxious  about  me.  It  distresses  me  to  think  that 
I  am  the  cause  of  constant  trouble  to  you  ;  indeed,  it 
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grieves  me  to  think  that  your  strength  is  spent  and 
exhausted  in  attending  upon  me.  Do  not  let  unne 
cessary  anxiety  bring  any  additional  pressure  upon 
you  :  and  I  wish  you  would  not  allow  yourself  to  be 
distressed  when  you  see  me  sinking  into  one  of  those 
states  of  exhaustion,  for  often  during  them  I  have 
sweet  seasons  of  enjoyment.  The  world  is  then  shut 
out  from  my  view,  arid  my  soul  is  often  brought 
graciously  near  the  Lord,  to  hold  communion  with 
him.'" 

While  at  Hoboken,  Anzonetta's  calm  and  holy 
aspect  attracted  the  attention  of  several  persons  resi 
dent  in  the  same  family,  who  knew  nothing  of  the 
power  of  that  hope  which  is  as  an  anchor  to  the  soul. 
As  they  gazed  upon  her  countenance,  and  beheld  it 
tranquil  as  the  bosom  of  the  unruffled  lake  at  the 
hour  of  twilight,  they  could  not  understand  nor  be 
lieve  that  she  was  the  subject  of  such  indescribable 
suffering.  But  when  they  saw  more  of  her,  and 
witnessed  the  pain  that  was  frequently  produced  by 
her  attempting  to  take  nutriment  enough  to  sustain 
life,  they  were  led  to  change  their  minds,  and  to 
remark,  "  Surely,  it  must  be  the  power  of  religion 
that  can  enable  her  to  bear  such  suffering  with  such 
astonishing  calmness."  Several  persons,  who  had 
frequent  access  to  her  room,  have  since  repeatedly 
remarked,  with  a  singular  coincidence  of  expres 
sion, 
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"  I  never  saw  any  one  like  her.  She  always  ap 
peared  the  same.  She  seemed  like  a  little  child 
sitting-  at  the  feet  of  Jesus  ;  while  her  countenance, 
like  the  face  of  Moses  when  he  came  down  from  the 
mount,  shone  perpetually  with  an  unearthly  lustre, 
that  seemed  to  bespeak  holy  joy,  heavenly  meekness, 
and  sweet  submission." 

While  at  Hohoken,  a  new  medical  counsellor  was 
called  to  confer  with  her  attending  physician,  in. 
reference  to  her  case.  After  he  had  long  and  atten 
tively  examined  her  case,  he  inquired,  upon  leaving 
the  room,  what  was  the  state  of  her  mind — whether 
she  had  given  up  all  hope  of  recover}',  or  whether 
she  seemed  still  anxious  about  regaining  her  health. 
He  was  told,  that  she  had  scarcely  a  desire  or  wish 
upon  the  subject — that  she  was  neither  elated  with 
hope  nor  depressed  with  fear,  but  patiently  submis 
sive  to  the  divine  will,  reposing  all  her  trust  in  God, 
arid  fully  believing  that  all  things  in  relation  to  her 
would  be  ordered  for  the  best. 

He  instantly  replied,  and  that  with  evident  emo 
tion,  "Her  countenance  expresses  all  that.  She  is  a 
most  interesting  case,  and  I  am  grieved  that  medical 
skill  can  do  nothing  for  her.  Still,  wasted  as  she  is 
to  a  mere  skeleton,  having  before  her  the  prospect  of 
much  and  perhaps  intense  suffering,  with  life  hang 
ing  on  the  feeblest  strings,  I  must  say  I  regard  her 
situation  as  a  truly  enviable  one." 
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This  was  the  remark  of  an  eminent  practitioner, 
who  did  not  profess  to  be  a  pious  man.  It  was  a 
tribute  involuntarily  drawn  forth  by  an  unexpected, 
yet  practical  and  living  illustration  of  the  power  of 
the  Gospel.  And  what  a  tribute  it  was.  It  was  as 
much  as  if  he  had  said,  "I  would  cheerfully  give  my 
reputation  to  the  wind — I  would  willingly  sacrifice 
the  prospect  of  life,  and  health,  and  riches,  and  lie 
down  the  wasted,  agonized  victim  of  disease,  upon 
that  sick  couch,  could  I  have  the  hopes  of  a  dying 
Christian.  Let  me  die  the  death  of  the  righteous, 
and  let  my  last  end  be  like  Ms."  May  the  reader 
ever  bear  in  mind,  that,  to  die  the  death,  we  must 
live  the  life  of  the  righteous. 

Anzonetta's  health,  during  her  residence  at  Hobo- 
ken,  became  so  far  improved  that  she  could  sit  in  her 
chair,  and  amuse  herself  with  some  light  sewing,  and 
occasionally  be  carried  down  in  her  easy  chair  to  the 
parlor  below.  Her  complaint  now  became  very 
changeful  in  its  symptoms,  at  one  time  inspiring  her 
friends  with  the  hope  of  speedy  recovery,  and  at 
another  suddenly  dashing  all  those  hopes  to  the 
ground.  These  changes  sometimes  took  place  within 
two  or  three  hours  of  each  other,  and  continued  till 
the  last  of  July,  when  her  symptoms  suddenly  be 
came  more  alarming.  Her  mother  thought  it  advis 
able,  if  possible,  to  remove  her  to  the  city,  that  she 
might  again  be  at  her  own  home.  She  was  borne 
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in  a  litter,  as  she  could  not  endure  the  fatigue  of 
conveyance  by  means  of  a  carriage.  When  placed 
on  the  couch,  a  few  tears  stole  down  her  cheek,  as 
she  passively  yielded  herself  into  the  hands  of  those 
who  were  intrusted  with  the  duty  of  bearing  her. 
Probably  this  mode  of  conveyance  strikingly  re 
minded  her  how  soon  she  should  be  borne,  by  the 
hands  of  others,  to  the  house  appointed  for  all  liv 
ing.  But  these  tears  were  soon  dried.  They  were 
only  a  few  tender  drops  which  the  thought  of  sepa 
ration  from  all  her  earthly  friends  drew  forth.  The 
removal  rather  tended  to  revive  her,  and  she  felt 
delighted  with  the  thought  of  being  once  more  at 
home.  She  had,  previous  to  her  going  to  Hoboken, 
been  for  some  time  at  her  grandfather's,  Mr.  Butler's. 
To  his  house  she  now  returned. 

Anzonetta  loved  her  family  friends  very  tenderly ; 
and  as  on  this  occasion  they  gathered  around  her 
with  the  warmest  expressions  of  attachment,  her 
whole  soul  was  poured  out  in  one  melting  stream  of 
affection.  Seldom,  during  many  previous  months, 
had  she  shown  so  much  emotion.  "With  a  burstin^ 
heart,  she  exclaimed, 

"  How  thankful  I  feel  to  Heaven,  that  I  have  been 
permitted,  once  more,  to  be  in  the  midst  of  those  I 
love.  How  good  the  Lord  was  to  permit  me  to  be 
brought  here  in  safety.  I  did  not  think  I  could  have 
endured  such  a  journey.  But  it  is  my  last  journey." 
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The  closing  remark  was  uttered  in  a  very  solemn 
and  pathetic  manner.  There  was  a  chastened,  sub 
missive  expression  on  her  countenance,  and  at  the 
same  moment,  there  crossed  it  a  shade  of  gloom  and 
Badness.  The  thought  of  separation  from  her  friends 
rushed  upon  her.  The  time  could  not  be  far  distant. 
She  had  been  absent  many  weeks,  removed  from 
daily  intercourse  with  those  in  whom  her  soul  was 
bound  up.  Their  presence,  at  this  moment,  awak 
ened  deep  emotions  in  her  heart,  and  revealed  to  her 
how  strong  the  cords  were  that  bound  her  to  earth. 
She  was  so  feeble  that  all  she  could  do,  in  re 
ceiving  her  friends,  was  to  take  each  one  of  them 
by  the  hand,  and  breathe  into  their  ear,  in  a  whis 
per,  some  short,  kind  word.  This  scene  was  too  ex 
citing  for  her.  It  also  exerted  an  unsettling  efiect 
upon  her  mind.  In  the  afternoon,'  a  severe  attack 
came  on,  accompanied  with  cold  sweat,  and  such 
difficult  breathing  that  respiration  seemed  altogether 
stopped. 

As  has  been  before  intimated,  oftentimes  in  these 
seasons,  when  the  powers  of  life  seemed  sinking  and 
almost  everthrown,  Anzonetta  enjoyed  sweet  com 
munion  with  God.  But  now  the  case  was  different. 
The  adversary  seemed  to  take  this  occasion  to  come 
in  and  make  an  attack  upon  her.  She  felt  rising 
within  her  a  fear  of  death,  and  an  unwillingness  to 
leave  the  world.  Satan  seemed  now  to  present  to 
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her  all  the  endearments  that  clustered  around  warm 
hearted  affection,  and  held  up  to  her  view  every 
thing  in  life  calculated  to  draw  her  back  to  earth, 
and  awaken  dissatisfaction  with  the  confinement  of 
a  hed  of  languishing.  It  was  just  at  a  time  when 
the  family  circle  were  all  around  her,  and  she  had 
received  their  kind  and  soothing  attentions.  Then, 
before  her  had  also  passed  the  busy  preparation  for 
active  usefulness.  She  saw  all  her  friends  girding 
themselves  to  engage  in  some  useful  employment ; 
and  this  presented  so  different  a  scene  from  that  with 
which  she  had  been  familiar  for  many  long  months, 
that  a  momentary  restlessness  came  over  her,  and 
she  felt,  rising  within  herself,  a  sort  of  impatient 
desire  to  throw  oiF  the  debility  that  hung  to  her 
like  a  massive  weight,  and  to  start  into  the  vigor 
of  life. 

These  snares  of  the  adversary,  so  artfully  spread 
in  her  path,  alarmed  Anzonetta,  and  led  her  to  fear 
that  all  was  not  right  within.  In  such  an  hour,  she 
felt  that  there  wras  only  one  place  to  which  she  could 
resort  for  succor.  Speaking  of  this  trial,  subsequently, 
she  said, 

"  I  was  enabled  to  cry,  Lord,  save,  or  I  perish.  I 
tried  to  get  at  the  foot  of  the  cross,  and  there  I  found 
deliverance  and  hope." 

How  true  it  is,  that  the  Christian's  place  is  at  the 
foot  of  the  cross.  There  he  can  conquer  his  mightiest 
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foes,  and  resist  their  most  desperate  attacks.  0,  that 
\ve  might  always  betake  ourselves  to  this  refuge,  in 
the  hour  of  danger. 

Immediately  after  this  season  of  depression,  Anzo- 
netta  desired  an  interview  with  her  aunt  Smelt,  who 
was  just  leaving  New  York.  When  they  were  by 
themselves,  Anzonetta  remarked, 

"  Dear  aunt,  my  mind  is  disturbed  with  a  fear  that 
I  am  not  perfectly  resigned  to  the  will  of  God,  my 
heavenly  Father.  I  feel  a  too  strong  clinging  to  life. 
Will  you  pray  for  me,  d*ar  aunt,  during  your 
absence  ?" 

"  What  shall  be  the  leading  subject  of  my  prayer  ?" 
said  Mrs.  Smelt. 

"  That  I  may  be  conformed  to  the  will  and  image 
of  God  my  Saviour,  by  the  operation  of  the  Holy 
Spirit,"  she  instantly  replied. 

Her  physician  now  thought  it  advisable  to  try  the 
effect  of  an  issue.  Her  feeble  frame  almost  sunk 
under  the  operation.  She  remained,  however,  quiet 
and  uncomplaining.  To  her  mother,  speaking  of  it, 
she  remarked, 

"  The  pain  was  very  great,  and  I  felt  as  though 
nature  would  give  way  under  it.  But  then  I  thought 
of  the  sufferings  of  the  Saviour,  who,  for  my  sake, 
gave  his  back  to  the  smiters,  and  his  cheek  to  those 
that  plucked  off  the  hair ;  who  for  me  wore  a  crown 
of  thorns,  and  for  my  redemption  poured  out  his 
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blood  like  water.  This  thought  revived  me  with 
strength,  and  took  away  the  anguish  of  pain." 

On  Sunday,  the  first  of  August,  she  seemed  very 
weak  throughout  the  whole  day.  In  the  evening, 
her  debility  increased.  An  alarming  exhaustion,  ac 
companied  with  cold  sweat,  came  on.  During  this 
paroxysm,  her  limbs  stiffened  as  if  in  death.  Her 
feelings  were  new  to  her,  and  she  said, 

"  Mother,  I  feel  very  strangely,  very  strangely. 
What  do  you  think  this  is  ?  Do  you  think  this  is 
death  ?" 

Her  mother  replied,  "Very  probably  it  is." 

"  I  think  it  is,"  said  she,  "  and  if  this  is  death,  it 
is  not  hard  to  die.  I  have  been  afraid  of  death  ;  but 
God  is  Avith  me,  and  all  fear  is  removed.  At  times, 
I  have  thought  it  would  be  hard  to  part  with  you, 
dear  mother,  for  I  have  loved  you  tenderly.  I  wished 
to  live,  to  contribute  to  your  comfort,  and  in  some 
measure,  to  repay  your  kind  attentions.  This, 
probably,  is  very  short-sighted  in  me.  I  ought  to 
leave  every  thing  in  the  hands  of  God ;  and  I 
now  feel  that  I  am  going  to  him ;  and  I  know 
that  his  love  surpasseth  that  of  any  earthly  parent, 
for  he  says, 

'  Can  a  mother's  tender  caro 
Cease  towards  the  child  she  bare  ? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be, 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 
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Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  height  above, 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death.' 

The  love  of  a  kind  and  devoted  mother  appears 
to  me  very  great,  "but  the  love  of  God  is  still 
greater." 

She  then  addressed  her  sister,  and  her  aunt  Cecilia, 
who  stood  bending  over  her,  with  deep  anxiety.  She 
thanked  them  for  their  kind  attentions  to  her ;  and 
then,  in  a  most  touching  manner,  commended  them, 
and  each  member  of  the  family,  to  the  love  of  God 
in  Christ.  In  her  continued  address  to  the  throne  of 
grace,  she  poured  out  her  whole  soul  in  fervent  sup 
plication  for  her  mother,  earnestly  importuning  her 
heavenly  Father,  that  though  smitten,  afflicted,  and 
bereaved,  she  might  still  be  able  to  rejoice  in  God 
her  Saviour. 

After  this  she  sent  messages  to  several  of  her  ab 
sent  friends,  and  then  committed  herself,  with  the 
utmost  composure,  to  the  divine  protection.  After 
about  an  hour  had  elapsed,  she  seemed  to  revive, 
and  said  to  her  mother, 

"  It  does  not  seem  as  though  I  was  as  near  the 
heavenly  city  as  I  thought  I  was ;  I  will  wait  pa 
tiently,  and  see  what  the  will  of  the  Lord  is." 

A  few  days  after  this,  she  improved,  apparently,  so 
much  in  health,  that  she  was  again  able  to  rise  from 
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her  bed,  and  go  into  an  adjoining  room.  The  last 
time  that  she  visited  that  room  was  on  a  lovely  Sab 
bath  morning.  As  her  mother  entered,  she  was 
sitting  in  her  rocking-chair,  with  her  Bible  in  her 
hand.  At  first,  she  made  several  sweet  comments 
upon  the  portion  of  the  word  she  had  been  reading, 
and  then  observed, 

"  This  room,  to-day,  has  a  holy  radiance  shed  over 
it.  I  do  not  speak  of  material  brightness,  or  any 
thing  which  I  can  describe.  This  room  seems,  to 
day  ,°to  be  full  of  the  light  of  God.  This  heavenly 
influence,  that  comes  down  from  his  throne,  makes 
every  thing  look  beautiful,  draws  my  soul  near  to 
him,  and  seems  to  lift  it  up,  in  delightful  elevation, 
to  the  heavenly  world." 

One  who  attended  upon  her,  having  strong  fears 
of  death,  on  one  occasion  said  to  her, 

"  Are  you  not  afraid  to  die  ?  Don't  you  think  it 
will  be  very  sad  and  lonely  to  lie  in  the  dark,  damp 
grave  ?" 

Anzonetta  sweetly  replied, 

"  M ,  if  I  had  no  one  but  myself  to  lean  upon, 

I  should  be  afraid  of  death  ;  but  the  blessed  Saviour 
has  promised  to  be  with  those  who  love  him  in  their 
mortal  hour ;  and  this  gracious  promise  removes  all 
my  fears.  I  shall  feel  no  loneliness  in  the  grave. 
My  body,  after  it  is  put  in  the  grave,  will  be  inca 
pable  of  feeling,  and  my  spirit  will  ascend  to  the 
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presence  of  God.  On  the  morning  of  the  resurrec 
tion,  this  body  will  come  up  out  of  the  grave,  and 
be  fashioned  like  unto  Christ's  glorious  body,  and  will 
ascend,  with  all  the  glorified  company,  to  dwell  with 
him  in  life  everlasting.  These  precious  hopes  I 
could  never  have  had,  had  I  not  learned,  in  my  Bible, 
how  Christ  came  to  suffer  and  die  for  me.  In  the 
Gospel  are  many  great  and  precious  promises.  Those 
promises  are  for  you,  as  well  as  for  me,  if  you  will 
only  come  to  Christ  and  claim  them.  When  you 
have  given  yourself  up,  soul  and  body,  to  Christ, 
your  fears  will  depart." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

INCIDENTS    SHOWING    THE    STATE    OF    HER    MIND. 

TUG  mercy  of  God  was  strikingly  displayed  in 
his  dealings  with  Anzonetta,  in  restoring  to  her, 
when  she  had  arrived  nearly  to  the  close  of  life, 
her  voice  and  power  of  utterance,  and  in  leaving 
her  in  the  full  possession  of  all  her  mental  pow 
ers,  with  her  religious  feelings  attuned  to  a  state 
of  high  and  heavenly  enjoyment.  This  was  a  great 
blessing  to  herself,  and  to  her  friends.  In  the  early 
months  of  her  illness,  it  cost  her  so  much  effort 
to  communicate  her  thoughts,  that  it  was  painful 
to  attempt  to  converse  with  her ;  but  during  the 
latter  part  of  her  sickness,  she  could  without  any 
effort  speak,  and  even  read  aloud  for  fifteen  minutes 
at  a  time,  so  as  to  be  heard  in  any  part  of  the  room. 
As  the  other  powers  of  nature  gave  way,  the  im 
mortal  mind  seemed  to  put  on  renewed  energy,  and 
the  voice,  the  mind's  interpreter,  was  left  to  com 
municate  its  high  arid  holy  musings.  The  pain  that 
she  had  suffered  in  her  head  through  much  of  her 
sickness,  was  also  at  this  time  greatly  alleviated,  so 
that  she  could  pass  several  hours  at  a  time  with  her 
Bible  or  prayer-book  in  her  hand  ;  or  when  too  weak 
to  hold  the  book,  she  could  hear  another  read  what 
she  had  selected.  Her  mother  remarks, 
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"  I  can  scarcely  open  the  book  of  Psalms,  or  of 
Job,  or  any  part  of  the  New  Testament,  but  my  eye 
instantly  meets  some  passage  that  we  have  read 
together,  or  which  she  has  repeated.  Those  parts  oi 
Scripture  which  describe  the  crucifixion  of  our  Sav. 
iour,  his  resurrection,  and  ascension  into  heaven,  were 
read  again  and  again,  and  at  each  successive  read 
ing,  with  increased  interest.  The  description  in  the 
Apocalypse  of  the  New  Jerusalem,  the  holy  city  of 
God,  was  a  portion  of  the  divine  word  that  she 
seemed  to  contemplate  with  peculiar  delight." 

We  can  well  understand  why  Anzonetta  found  so 
much  pleasure  in  contemplating  the  celestial  city. 
She  felt  that  she  was  travelling  thither.  That  city 
was  her  home.  Her  Father  and  her  Redeemer  were 
there. 

At  this  time,  it  was  very  common  with  her,  when 
interrogated  in  relation  to  the  state  of  her  health  or 
her  hopes,  to  answer  in  the  words  of  Scripture.  For 
instance,  when  a  friend  inquired, 

"With  what  feelings  do  you  contemplate  the  hour 
of  dissolution,  and  the  act  of  being  brought  into  the 
unveiled  presence  of  God  ?" 

She  would  reply,  "  The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his 
Son  cleanseth  us  from  all  sin."  "  Thanks  be  to  God, 
which  giveth  us  the  victory,  through  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ." 

If  addressed  in  this  way,  "  I  hope,  dear  Anzonetta, 
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tliat  you  feel  more  comfortable  this  morning,"  she 
would  reply, 

"  I  will  say  of  the  Lord,  he  is  my  refuge  and  my 
fortress,  my  God,  in  him  will  I  trust." 

To  Anzoiietta's  mind  the  Sabbath  was  an  emblem 
of  all  that  was  sacred,  and  sweet,  and  lovely.  Dur 
ing  the  whole  period  of  her  sickness,  she  marked  the 
returns  of  this  holy  day  with  delight.  So  accustomed 
had  she  become  to  connect  with  it  ideas  of  cleanli 
ness,  and  sanctity,  that  she  could  not  rest  on  a  Sab 
bath  morning,  even  in  her  most  feeble  state,  till  a 
change  \vas  made  in  her  dress.  In  reference  to  this, 
she  used  to  remark  to  her  mother, 

"  I  wish  to  have  every  thing,  this  day,  remind  mo 
of  the  purity  and  holiness  of  God.  I  wish  to  have 
every  thing  conspire  to  lift  my  heart  to  Jehovah  my 
Creator,  arid  Jesus  my  Redeemer,  that  my  fainting, 
weary  soul  may  receive  a  Sabbath-day's  blessing,  and 
that  I  may  obtain  a  clearer  view  of  that  rest  which 
remaineth  for  the  people  of  God." 

It  was  on  a  very  lovely  Sabbath  morning,  when 
the  beauteous  sun,  irradiating  the  earth  with  bright 
ness,  seemed  to  remind  the  dwellers  upon  it  of  that 
brighter  Sun  of  righteousness,  that  had  risen  with 
healing  in  his  wings  to  dispel  the  gloom  and  dark 
ness  which  were  stretched  over  the  nations  like  the 
pall  of  death — that  Anzonetta's  revived  spirit  seemed 
to  catch  the  inspiration  of  the  hallowed  season,  and 
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to  pant  after  an  eternal  rest  with  God.  "  Dear 
mother,"  said  she,  "  on  this  holy  day  I  desire  to  have 
all  my  thoughts  withdrawn  from  earth,  and  fixed  on 
God.  I  can  truly  say, 

"  I  long  for  that  delightful  hour, 

When,  from  this  clay  undrest, 
I  shall  be  clothed  in  robes  divine, 
And  made  for  ever  blest. 

"  Can  there  be  any  thing  comparable  with  the 
happiness  of  those  who  are  at  God's  right  hand — 
who  dwell  in  his  immediate  presence — whose  hearts 
burn  with  seraphic  love,  and  who  are  clad  in  the 
shining  vestments  of  celestial  light  ?  And  there  they 
have  an  eternal  Sabbath. 

"  0,  what  a  Sabbath  they  enjoy  ! 

Now  freed  from  every  sin ; 
While  Jesus'  love  is  their  employ, 
And  endless  praise  their  theme. 

"  I  can  truly  add,  as  the  warm  aspiration  and  sm 
cere  desire  of  my  heart, 

"  0,  may  I  breathe  that  heavenly  air, 

And  feast  on  joys  divine ; 
And  sing  and  praise  my  Saviour  there, 
And  in  his  image  shine. 

"  What  a  place  heaven  must  be,  where  Christ 
unveils  all  his  glories.  We  love  to  go  to  the  earthly 
sanctuary,  because  we  expect  to  meet  Christ  there — 
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ami  how  precious  and  sweet  do  we  find  communion 
with  him.  If  these  little  rills  taste  so  sweet,  what 
must  it  he  to  drink  in  large  draughts  from  the  river 
of  life  ?  If  a  transient  glimpse  of  Him  whom  my  soul 
loveth  be  so  enrapturing,  what  must  he  the  bliss  of 
heaven  ?  for  Jesus  is  eternally  there  :  yes,  adorable 
Saviour, 

i:  Thy  presence  beams  eternal  day 

O'er  all  the  blissful  place ; 
Who  would  not  drop  this  load  of  clay, 
And  die  to  see  thy  face  ? 

"Mother,  this  is  a  sweet  thought.  I  shall  soon 
drop  this  clay,  and  see  Jesus.  The  infirmities  of  this 
body  will  then  no  longer  interrupt  communion  with 
him,  or  drag  me  down  to  the  dust.  And  there,  when 
admitted  into  his  presence,  I  shall  no  longer  have  a 
'  deceitful  and  desperately  wicked  heart.'  Sin  will 
have  no  more  dominion  over  me.  No  more  sin — no 
more  curse.  0,  what  a  blissful  state.  Do  not  con 
clude  from  what  I  have  said  that  I  am  impatient, 
and  not  willing  to  wait  till  God  calls  me  away.  I 
long  to  be  freed  from  sin,  but  I  wish  to  have  no 
will  but  the  Lord's  in  relation  to  the  time  of  my  de 
parture." 

On  another  occasion,  when  recovering  from  a  state 
of  deathlike  exhaustion,  she  remarked, 

"  What  should  I  do  if  I  had  no  covenant  God  to  go 
to  in  these  seasons,  when  the  last  glimmering  of  life 
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seems  on  the  eve  of  extinction  ?  How  miserable 
would  be  my  state,  if  I  had  now  to  bear  the  burden 
of  unforgiven  sin,  and  had  no  divine  and  infinite 
Redeemer  to  whom  I  could  fly.  How  great  the 
goodness  of  God  was  towards  me,  that  he  took  away 
the  veil  from  my  eyes,  and  showed  me  my  guilt  and 
ruin  while  I  was  in  health ;  and  that  after  having 
revealed  to  me  my  lost  and  perishing  condition,  he 
lifted  up  the  blood-stained  cross,  and  bade  me  to 
look  towards  it  and  live.  Yes,  he  led  me  to  the 
fountain  of  my  Saviour's  blood,  and  showed  me  that 
all  my  sins  could  be  blotted  out :  he  gave  me  the 
Spirit  of  adoption,  by  which  I  was  enabled  to  look 
up  and  call  him  Father.  He  bestowed  upon  me  the 
grace  of  submission,  by  which  I  have  been  enabled 
to  acquiesce  in  all  his  dispensations,  and  say,  Thy 
will  be  done.  He  has  enabled  me  to  bear  all  my 
burdens — he  has  not  laid  upon  me  one  stripe  more 
than  is  necessary.  All  his  dealings  with  me  have 
been  marked  with  paternal  tenderness.  I  ought  not 
to  call  any  thing  which  he  appoints  me,  suffering ; 
or,  rather,  I  ought  to  count  it  all  joy  that  he  permits 
me  thus  to  be  tried.  '  For  I  reckon  that  the  suffer 
ings  of  this  present  time  are  not  worthy  to  be  com 
pared  with  the  glory  which  shall  be  revealed.' 

"  If  we  did  not  know  that  we  had  a  compassionate 
High-priest  in  heaven,  who  is  touched  with  the  feel 
ings  of  our  infirmities,  whither, 
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"  Ah,  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid, 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed  ? 
Or,  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat, 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy-seat  ? 

There — there  on  eagles'  wings  we  soar, 
And  sin  and  sense  seem  all  no  more ; 
And  Heaven  comes  down;  our  souls  to  greet, 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-scat." 

On  another  occasion,  after  Anzonetta  had  been 
referring  to  several  delightful  promises,  she  repeated 
with  great  pathos  the  following  hymn  : 

"  Who  are  these  in  bright  array, 

This  innumerable  throng, 
Round  the  altar  night  and  day 
Tuning  their  triumphant  song?" 

Her  manner  of  repeating  the  last  stanza  was  very 
touching. 

"  Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown, 
On  immortal  fruits  they  feed ; 
There  the  Lamb,  amidst  the  throne, 
Shall  to  living  fountains  lead." 

"  Dear  mother,"  said  Anzonetta,  when  she  had 
finished  repeating  this  beautiful  stanza,  "  this  hymn 
was  the  first  I  learned  after  I  knew  what  it  was  to 
love  God.  The  last  verse  appeared  to  me  more  beau 
tiful  than  I  can  describe,  and  thrilled  my  heart  with 
a  feeling  that  I  had  never  before  known.  There 
appeared  to  me  something  so  delightful  in  the  idea 
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that  I  should  one  day  feed  on  immortal  fruits,  and 
that  the  Lamb  would  lead  me  to  living  fountains  of 
water.  I  was  enabled  to  look  forward  with  joyful 
anticipation  to  the  period  when  I  should  be  made 
perfect  through  Jesus,  who  is  the  author,  and  will 
be  the  finisher  of  my  faith — that  then,  sealed  with 
his  eternal  name,  and  clad  in  the  spotless  robes  of  his 
righteousness — the  victor  palm  in  my  hand,  which 
his  blood  had  purchased  for  me — standing  more  than 
conqueror  by  his  power,  I  would  ascribe  all  the  glory 
and  honor  to  him.  He  was  then  teaching  me  to 
endure  the  suffering  of  this  sickness.  For  on  this  bed 
I  have  felt  hunger,  thirst,  and  all  the  power  of  wast 
ing  disease.  But  the  hope  of  a  blessed  immortality, 
and  the  enjoyment  of  the  perfect  love  of  God,  have 
sustained  and  cheered  me." 

In  the  early  part  of  September,  1833,  when  the 
simple  act  of  moving  her  from  one  bed  to  another 
occasioned  such  a  prostration  of  the  powers  of  life, 
that  she  did  not  recover  from  the  effects  of  it  under 
two  or  three  hours,  she  requested  that  her  books 
might  be  brought  to  her,  to  make  a  distribution  of 
them  among  her  friends.  Her  countenance,  while 
engaged  in  this  employment,  had  a  peculiar  and  an 
almost  unearthly  expression.  Upon  her  thin,  wasted, 
and  delicate  features  there  rested  a  shade  of  pensive 
melancholy,  lit  up  with  the  reflection  of  the  blended 
emotions  of  meekness,  and  love,  and  joy.  She  seemed 
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to  feel  a  calm  and  holy  satisfaction  in  tlie  work  upon 
•which  she  was  about  to  enter.  It  was  the  first  time 
since  the  commencement  of  her  illness  that  she  had 
had  all  her  books  around  her,  and  she  seemed  to  look 
upon  them,  as  they  were  brought  before  her,  with 
devout  recollections  of  their  having  been  her  friends 
and  counsellors  in  her  path  to  heaven.  She  was 
now  about  to  put  them  into  other  hands,  that  they 
might  convey  the  same  rich  spiritual  blessings  to 
them  that  they  had  imparted  to  her.  They  were 
placed  upon  a  cot  that  stood  near  her  bed,  and  hand 
ed  her  one  by  one,  that  she  might  determine  in  refer 
ence  to  each  volume  who  should  be  its  future  pro 
prietor. 

Her  mother  had  proceeded  some  way  in  this  work 
of  handing  her  volume  after  volume,  when  she  put 
into  her  hands  ADVICE  TO  A  YOUNG  CHRISTIAN.* 
She  immediately  clasped  the  volume  to  her  bosom, 
and  exclaimed, 

"0,  mother,  you  don't  know  how  I  love  this  book ; 
you  don't  know  how  I  love  this  book  !  This  book, 
after  my  Bible  and  prayer-book,  is  the  dearest  of  all 
books  to  me.  It  taught  me  what  a  Christian  ought 
to  be.  It  taught  me  how  to  read  my  Bible  profita 
bly.  It  taught  me  the  duty  and  advantage  of  self- 
examination.  It  has  drawn  my  heart  often  very 
near  to  God.  This  book  must  be  for  my  brother.  I 
*  Published  by  the  American  Tract  Society. 
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have  another  copy  for  my  cousin  Ann.  They  are 
both  at  an  age  capable  of  understanding  the  advice 
this  Volume  contains.  May  their  minds  be  illumin 
ated  by  the  Holy  Spirit  of  God." 

She  had  proceeded  so  far  in  this  work  of  distribu 
tion,  that  nearly  all  her  books  were  now  appropri 
ated,  when  she  found  that  she  would  not  have  a 
keepsake  to  leave  to  so  many  of  her  friends  as  she 
desired.  She  turned  to  her  aunt  Cecilia,  who  sat 
by  her,  and  handed  her  a  little  volume,  "  THE  LIFE 
OF  GOD  IN  THE  SOUL  OF  MAN,"  and  said, 

"Will  you  accept  of  this  little  book.  It  tells  of 
the  sweetness  of  a  life  conformed  to  the  will  of  God, 
and  directs  how  to  serve  him.  I  had  wished  to 
leave  you  something  possessing  higher  pecuniary 
value  ;  but  you  have  made  the  Lord  your  portion, 
and  you  will  consider  that  which  tends  to  nurture 
the  divine  life  in  the  soul  as  of  more  value  than  ten 
thousands  of  gold  and  silver.  The  few  books  I  have 
left,  I  wish  to  bestow  upon  those  who  are  strangers 
to  these  heavenly  riches.  These  few  volumes,  alto 
gether,  are  but  as  the  widow's  mite ;  but,  with  the 
Saviour's  blessing,  they  may  do  some  good." 

Having  nearly  completed  her  distribution,  she 
turned  to  her  mother,  and  with  great  simplicity,  said, 
"  You  know  the  only  article  of  ornament  that  I  pos 
sess  is  a  gold  chain  :  unless  you  have  peculiar  rea 
sons  for  wishing  to  retain  it,  it  is  my  desire  that  it 
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should  be  given  to  the  Education  Society  ;  for,  though 
the  avails  of  it  will  be  small,  it  will  do  something 
towards  aiding  in  the  heavenly  work  of  educating 
pious  young  men  for  the  sacred  ministry." 

Having  gone  through  the  work  of  distributing  her 
boolcs,  she  said  to  her  mother,  "  Will  you  be  so  kiud 
as  to  put  up  all  these  books  in  the  place  where  they 
were  before,  for  I  wish  to  consider  them  mine  while 
I  am  here.  Perhaps  this  may  appear  childish  ;  but 
I  cannot  part  with  my  counsellors  yet."  She  then 
threw  her  arms  around  her  aunt  Cecilia's  neck,  and 
said, 

"  Dear  aunt,  it  has  cost  me  somewhat  of  a  strug 
gle  to  part  with  these  old  familiar  friends  that  have 
taught  me  much  of  what  I  know  of  God,  and  his 
salvation  ;  but  I  have  earnestly  prayed  that  they  may 
convey  to  others  the  same  instruction  and  consolation 
which  I  have  received  from  them." 

The  request  that  she  had  made  in  relation  to  her 
books  was  strictly  complied  with  ;  and,  as  her  strength 
would  permit,  she,  from  day  to  day,  had  one  and 
another  volume  brought  to  her,  that  she  might  mark 
with  her  pencil  particular  passages  to  wrhich  she 
wished  to  call  the  attention  of  those  into  whose  hands 
they  were  about  to  fall.  She  also,  in  most  of  them, 
wrote  appropriate  verses,  in  a  very  plain  and  legible 
hand,  notwithstanding  her  very  great  debility.  In 
"  Henry  on  Prayer,"  she  wrote. 
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fc  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 

The  Christian's  native  air, 
His  watchword  at  the  gate  of  deatli — 
He  enters  heaven  by  prayer." 

And,  upon  another  leaf,  the  following  stanza  : 

(i  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads; 
A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet — 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat." 

In  "  Bickersteth  on  the  Lord's  Supper"  and  "  Ad 
vice  to  a  Young  Christian"  verses  equally  striking 
and  appropriate  were  traced  by  her  feeble  hand. 

Mrs.  Peters  remarks,  "  The  state  of  Anzonetta's 
mind  at  this  time,  may  be  known  by  referring  to  her 
little  '  Daily  Texts'  and  '  Daily  Food.'  It  was  her 
practice,  at  this  period,  to  mark  the  text  or  hymn, 
with  a  pencil,  that  suited  her  feelings.  '  Clark  on 
the  Promises'  was  her  constant  companion.  She 
never  appeared  more  interesting  than  at  this  timo 
as  she  lay,  propped  up  with  pillows,  upon  her  bed  ; 
her  little  counsellors  strewn  around  her ;  one  open 
in  her  hand,  upon  which  she  was  fixing  her  stead 
fast  eye,  occasionally  marking  or  italicizing  a  pas 
sage  with  her  pencil ;  and  she,  all  the  time,  look 
ing  so  pale,  and  delicate,  and  fragile,  that  one  would 
think  the  slightest  touch  would  crush  her.  She  had 
never  previously  been  in  the  habit  of  marking  pas 
sages  in  her  books,  and  she  assigned  no  reason  for  it 
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at  this  time  ;  but  the  thought  occurred  to  me,  that 
there  was  a  double  motive  prompting  her  to  this. 
She  wished  to  fix  the  thoughts  more  strongly  in 
her  own  memory,  and  she  wished  that  they  might 
constitute  a  chain  of  connection  between  her  and 
the  friends  that  she  was  soon  to  leave  ;  that  when 
she  was  in  heaven,  and  they,  still  lingering  upon 
the  earth,  should  open  these  little  books,  they 
might  remember  that  these  passages  had  imparted 
to  her  strength  and  consolation  in  her  earthly  pil 
grimage." 

Shortly  after  the  distribution  of  her  books,  while  a 
young  friend  was  sitting  beside  her,  Anzonetta  took 
occasion  to  speak  of  the  goodness  of  God,  as  mani 
fested  in  her  own  personal  history — and  then,  turn 
ing  to  this  young  friend,  said,  in  a  soft,  gentle,  win 
ning  tone  of  voice, 

"0,  do  you  serve  this  good  Lord  ?  Will  you  not 
serve  him  with  all  your  heart  ?  for  he  has  promised 
that  they  that  wait  upon  him  shall  be  as  mount 
Zioii — they  shall  never  be  moved.  He  giveth  power 
to  the  faint,  and  to  them  that  have  no  might  he 
increaseth  strength.  Is  it  not  worth  your  while  to 
love  and  serve  such  an  almighty  Friend — such  a  lov 
ing  Father,  who  will  do  for  us  abundantly  more  than 
\ve  can  ask  or  think  ?" 

In  the  latter  part  of  September,  an  aunt  of  hers, 
that  resided  at  a  distance,  but  was  on  a  visit  to  the 
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city,  called  to  take  leave  of  her.  Anzonetta  took  her 
hand  in  hers,  and  said, 

"  Aunt  Elizabeth,  this  is  our  final  leave-taking. 
We  shall  meet  no  more  in  this  world  ;  but  I  feel  the 
sweet  assurance,  that  when '  the  earthly  house  of  thia 
tabernacle  is  dissolved,  I  have  a  building  of  God,  a 
house  not  made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens ;' 
and  will  you  not  strive  to  meet  me  there  ?  The 
Saviour's  precious  blood,  by  which  I  hope  to  gain  an 
entrance  into  those  blissful  regions,  is  freely  offered 
to  you.  The  same  Spirit  of  his  grace  is  ready  to 
sanctify  you,  and  make  you  holy ;  and  I  trust  you 
will  close  with  this  offer,  and  that  we  shall  meet  in 
glorified  happiness  before  the  throne  of  God." 

She  then  turned  to  her  aunt's  little  boy,  and  said, 

"  Dear  little  Willie,  I  trust  he  will  love  God,  and 
be  a  chosen  vessel  of  mercy.  Bring  him  up,  dear 
aunt,  in  the  love  and  fear  of  God ;  for  he  has  said, 
'  of  such  is  his  kingdom.'  He  will  not  that  any  of 
the  lambs  should  perish.  0,  teach  him  early  to  read 
his  Bible,  and  tell  him  of  a  Saviour's  love.  And 
now,  dear  aunt,  farewell." 

During  the  same  day,  two  of  her  little  cousins  came 
into  her  sick  chamber,  and  she  said  to  the  eldest, 

"  Daniel,  I  have  been  a  long  time  sick — do  you 
vhink  I  shall  ever  get  well  ?" 

The  child  replied,  "  I  think  you  will  not." 

Anzonetta  continued.     "  You  know  my  body  when 
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I  am  dead,  will  be  put  into  the  grave  ;  but  where 
will  rny  soul  be  ?" 

The  children  both  answered,  "  In  heaven." 
"  What    makes   you    think   my  soul  will   be  in 
heaven  ?     The  Bible  says,  only  those  who  love  God 
will  dwell  with  him.     Do  you  think  that  I  love 
God?" 

They  answered,  "  Yes;  for  you  used  to  tell  us  about 
God,  and  taught  us  many  sweet  verses  about  heaven, 
and  the  Saviour's  love." 

"  How  do  you  think  I  learned  to  love  God  ?" 
The  children  were  silent,  and  Anzonetta  went  on. 
i:  It  was  by  reading  my  Bible.  That  precious  book 
told  me  that  God  loved  me,  and  gave  his  dear  Son  to 
die  upon  the  cross,  that  I  might  be  washed  in  his 
blood  from  all  sin,  arid  saved  with  an  everlasting  sal 
vation.  It  told  me  that  I  must  love  this  good  and 
holy  Being ;  that  I  must  pray  to  him,  and  strive  to 
do  his  commands,  and  hate  every  thing  that  was 
wicked  ;  and  that  then,  when  I  came  to  die,  I  should 
go  to  heaven,  to  dwell  for  evermore  in  his  holy  pres 
ence.  Now,  Daniel,  I  want  you  to  promise  me  that 
you  Avill  read  your  Bible  every  day,  and,  until  your 
little  sister  learns  to  read,  that  you  will  read  it  aloud 
to  her  every  day.  And  then,  will  you  not  both  pray 
to  God  to  give  you  his  grace,  that  you  may  be  his 
children  ?  If  you  thus  seek  God,  I  hope,  by  and  by, 
I  shall  see  vou  ill  heaven." 
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Anzonetta's  afTection  for  her  sister  was  very  great. 
She  used  to  love  to  have  her  with  her  during  her 
sickness,  and  frequently  poured  out  to  her,  in  strong, 
ardent  expressions,  the  deep  feelings  that  flowed  iu 
her  bosom.  About  this  time,  one  day,  as  Caroline 
entered  the  room,  Anzonetta  extended  her  hand  to 
her  with  a  sweet  smile,  and  said, 

"  Gary,  this  is  your  birthday,  and  I  have  got  a 
precious  promise  for  you :  '  The  Lord  God  is  a  sun 
and  shield  ;  the  Lord  will  give  grace  and  glory  :  no 
good  thing  will  he  withhold  from  them  that  walk 
uprightly.'  What  a  glorious  inheritance  have  those 
in  prospect  who  love  God  and  delight  in  his  service. 
How  good  and  merciful  it  was  in  the  Lord  to  call  us 
both  by  his  grace,  and  put  his  fear  into  our  hearts, 
while  we  were  yet  in  the  morning  of  our  days.  You 
are  going  this  morning,  dear  sister,  to  the  house  of 
God,  and  I  trust  the  presence  of  the  Saviour  will  go 
with  you,  and  give  you  a  sweet  foretaste  of  that  bliss 
that  is  laid  up  for  those  who  love  him.  There  are 
several  members  of  the  church  to  whom  I  wish  to 
send  my  love.  I  never  expect  to  worship  with  them 
again  in  the  courts  of  an  earthly  sanctuary ;  but  0, 
how  delightful  it  will  be,  when  we  all  meet  iu 
the  courts  above,  to  join  in  one  glorious  anthem  of 
praise  to  Him  who  hath  redeemed  us  to  God  by  his 
blood." 

Anzonetta  had  for  many  months  earnestly  desired 
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to  receive  once  more  the  memorials  of  the  Saviour's 
dying  love,  but  the  state  of  her  health  was  such  that 
it  was  impossible  for  her  to  do  it.  The  least  parti 
cle  of  bread  or  drop  of  wine  received  into  her  stom 
ach,  would  have  inflicted  the  most  violent  suffering, 
and  perhaps  have  induced  speedy  dissolution.  When 
she  saw  that  she  must  relinquish  this  hope,  she 
remarked, 

"  The"  words  of  the  Saviour  convey  comfort  to  my 
mind  under  this  disappointment :  '  I  will  not  hence 
forth  drink  of  this  fruit  of  the  vine,  until  the  day 
when  I  drink  it  new  with  you  in  my  Father's  king 
dom.'  Though  the  Saviour  will  no  more  manifest 
himself  to  me  in  the  breaking  of  bread,  I  trust  ere 
long  I  shall  be  permitted  to  drink  the  new  wine  of 
the  kingdom,  and  join  in  the  song  of  Moses  and  the 
Lamb,  saying,  '  Great  and  marvellous  are  thy  works, 
Lord  God  Almighty  :  just  and  true  are  thy  ways, 
thou  King  of  saints.  Who  shall  not  fear  thee,  0 
Lord,  and  glorify  thy  name?  for  thou  only  art  holy." 
And  then  I  shall  see  that  '  pure  river  of  water  of 
life,  clear  as  crystal,  proceeding  out  of  the  throne  of 
God  and  the  Lamb  ;'  and  then,  in  that  blissful  world 
where  God  and  Christ  is, 

"  .  .  .  .1  shall  see  his  face, 

And  never,  never  sin : 
There,  from  the  rivers  of  his  grace, 
Drink  endless  pleasures  in." 

Mem.  Fetm.  9 
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Having  repealed  the  hymn, 

"  Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me," 
when  she  came  to  the  lines, 

Ci  In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling," 

she  remarked  to  her  mother, 

"  The  second  time  I  approached  the  table  of  tho 
Lord,  these  words  afforded  me  great  comfort.  My 
faith  was  then  weak,  and  doubts  were  continually 
rising  in  my  mind ;  but  the  moment  these  words 
were  brought  to  my  recollection,  the  cloud  that  hung 
over  me  in  an  instant  seemed  rolled  away.  I  felt 
then  ready  and  happy  to  give  up  every  thing,  and 
trust  in  the  perfect  righteousness  of  Christ.  This 
way  of  saving  the  sinner  by  grace  appeared  to  me 
full  of  beauty  and  glory.  The  cross  of  Christ  never 
before  seemed  so  precious.  I  then  felt  that  truly 
Christ  was  my  strong  rock,  the  rock  that  is  higher 
tlian  I;  and  I  could  not  but  exclaim,  '  0  Lord,  how 
great  is  thy  goodness,  which  thou  hast  laid  up  for 
them  that  fear  thee — which  thou  hast  wrought  out 
for  them  that  trust  in  thee.'  " 

One  day,  after  Anzonetta  had  lain  for  some  time 
in  apparently  a  lethargic  state,  she  roused  up,  and 
said  to  her  mother, 

*  I  have  been  thinking  of  my  dear  brother,  and 
commending  him  to  the  divine  protection.  I  cannot 
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but  believe  that  the  Lord  will  renew  his  heart,  and 
make  him  his  child.  Our  little  family  will  soon  be 
broken  up.  I  hope  the  scattered  members  of  it  will 
be  brought  together  in  heaven,  and  that  we  shall 
meet,  a  happy,  glorified  family,  in  the  paradise  of 
God.  I  have  also  been  thinking  of  the  poor,  dark 
ened  heathen,  arid  I  feel  condemned  to  think  that  I 
have  felt  so  little  inclined  to  pray  for  them.  0  that 
I  could  do  something  to  spread  abroad  the  everlasting 
Gospel.  I  want  to  do  something  immediately  for 
the  glory  of  God,  and  the  good  of  undying  souls. 
AVhat  can  I  do  ?  Lord,  exalt  thine  own  great  name, 
and  make  it  glorious  in  all  the  earth." 

Her  prayer-book  lay  near  her;  she  took  it  up,  and 
for  some  time  appeared  absorbed  in  perusing  it.  Her 
mother  cast  her  eye  over  the  page,  and  saw  that  she 
was  reading  the  burial  service.  Her  countenance 
bore  evidence  that  all  was  peaceful  and  calm  within. 
When  the  book  was  laid  aside,  her  mother  found 
several  passages  marked,  and  among  others  was  the 
following:  "  And  noiu,  Lord,  ichat  is  my  hope? 
My  hope  is  even  dn  thee." 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

SKETCHES    OF    CONVERSATIONS. 

PERHAPS  this  may  be  a  suitable  place  in  which  to 
introduce  a  little  sketch  of  conversations  and  remarks 
of  Anzonetta,  given  by  one  of  her  maternal  aunts, 
who,  in  a  letter  to  her  mother,"  thus  writes  : 

"  Her  walk,  from  the  very  commencement  of  her 
religious  course,  was  close  with  God.  I  never  wit 
nessed  so  great  deadness  to  the  world,  such  a  disre 
gard  of  its  opinions,  such  indifference  to  its  pleasures 
and  pursuits,  as  was  evidenced  in  the  conduct  of 
Anzonetta.  Her  greatest  delight,  and  that  which 
she  most  earnestly  desired  to  attain,  was  the  full 
enjoyment  of  communion  with  her  Saviour,  and  the 
avoidance  of  every  thing  which  might  tend  to  inter 
rupt  it.  She  longed  to  be  '  pure  in  heart,'  so  that 
she  might  continually  '  see  God.'  In  all  her  ways, 
she  sought — in  all,  she  found  the  Lord.  I  do  not 
remember  to  have  ever  heard  a  trifling  word  escape 
her  lips  after  she  professed  the  faith  of  Christ.  On 
the  contrary,  she  was  ever  ready  to  enter  upon  relig 
ious  conversation,  and  never  appeared  so  unhappy  as 
when  in  company  where  it  was  shut  out.  She  went 
very  little  into  society.  Her  motto  was, 

"  'Tis  greatly  wise  to  talk  with  our  past  hours, 
And  ask  them  what  report  they  bore  to  heaven. 
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"  On  one  occasion,  speaking  of  herself,  she  said, 

"  '  0,  the  promises  of  God,  how  precious  they  are 
to  me,  dear  aunt.  Nothing  but  these — nothing  short 
of  God  himself— could  support  me.  AVe  must  be 
laid  upon  a  sick  arid  dying  bed  before  we  can  fully 
appreciate  the  value  of  the  divine  promises.  My 
flesh  is  fast  failing  ;  but  God  is  the  strength  of  my 
heart,  and  he  will  be  '  my  portion  for  ever.'  I  can 
look  unto  '  God  in  Christ'  with  comfort  and  with 
hope.  0,  how  shall  I  ever  adequately  praise  him  for 
revealing  his  goodness  to  me  ;  for  condescending  to 
employ  such  gentle  means  to  allure  me  to  himself. 
He  hath  drawn  me  with  the  cords  of  love,  and  I 
shall  be  his  for  ever.' 

"  One  day  I  asked  her  how  she  was ;  when  she 
replied,  with  great  sweetness  of  manner, 

"  '  The  body  is  very  weak,  but  the  spirit  is  stayed 
on  God,  and  therefore  my  soul  is  joyful.  I  realize 
that  '  vain  is  the  help  of  man  ;'  that  God  can  save, 
and  he  alone.' 

"  I  said,  'My  dear,  have  you  any  desire  to  be  raised 
from  this  sickness  ;  or  are  you' — here  I  paused,  for 
I  could  not  say,  are  you  willing  to  die  ?  Anzonetta 
appeared  so  young  and  interesting,  and  I  loved  her 
so  much,  that  the  words  died  upon  my  lips. 

"  '  I  know  what  you  would  say,  dear  aunt,'  she 
instantly  responded.  'Do  not  weep,  for  to  me  to 
die  is  gain' 
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"  I  replied,  '  I  know  it  is  ;  but  I  feel  reluctant  to 
give  you  up.  You  have  already  suffered  enough 
to  make  you  wish  that  this  clay  tenement  were 
dissolved.' 

"  Anzonetta  interrupted  me,  and  said, 
"  '  Those  who  would  reign,  must  suffer;  those  who 
would  wear  the  crown,  must  bear  the  cross. 

"  '  But  timorous  mortals  start,  and  shrink 

To  cross  the  narrow  sea  ; 
And  linger,  trembling,  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 

"  '  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
Not  Jordan's  stream — not  death's  cold  flood — 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

So  much  love  is  mingled  with  all  the  divine  chastise 
ments,  that  it  does  not  appear  to  me  that  what  we 
endure  should  be  called  suffering.  I  do  not  know 
how  far  the  term  suffer  is  applicable  to  us.  Christ 
suffered  when  he  lay  stretched  on  the  ground  in 
Gethsemane,  and  wrought  out  our  salvation  on  the 
cross.  Was  ever  love,  was  ever  pain  like  his  ? 

"  '  Dear  Lord,  while  we  adoring  pay 

Our  humble  thanks  to  thee, 
May  every  heart  with  rapture  say, 
c  The  Saviour  died  for  me.' 

0,  to  be  a  partaker  of  that  blood-bought  salvation  is 
worth  all  I  have  endured  a  thousand  times  over.' 
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"  I  tlien  read  to  her  from  the  book  of  Revelation, 
'  Here  is  the  patience  of  the  saints ;  here  are  they 
that  keep  the  commandments  of  God,  and  the  faith 
of  Jesus.'  She  immediately  replied, 

"  '  That  is  my  faith,  the  faith  of  Jesus.  I  am  his, 
and  his  alone.  For  '  unto  me  it  is  given  to  believe 
iu  Christ.  By  grace  am  I  saved,  through  faith;  and 
that  not  of  myself,  it  is  the  gift  of  God,  who  hath 
saved  me,  and  called  me  with  a  holy  calling — not 
according  to  works,  but  according  to  his  own  purpose 
and  grace,  which  was  given  me  in  Christ  Jesus.' 

"Again,  I  read  from  Revelation,  19th  chap.,  4th 
to  11  th  verses,  inclusive;  and  also  the  21st  chap., 
3d  to  6 th  verses.  She  replied,  'Dear  aunt,  how 
sweet  that  is.  '  Let  us  be  glad  and  rejoice ;  for  the 
marriage  of  the  Lamb  is  come,  and  his  wife  hath 
made  herself  ready.  And  to  her  was  granted  that 
she  should  be  arrayed  in  fine  linen,  clean  and  white  ; 
for  the  fine  linen  is  the  righteousness  of  saints.' 
That  last  passage  I  had  forgotten.  I  am  glad  it  is 
recalled  to  my  memory,  for  it  is  refreshing  and  grate 
ful  to  my  soul  as  the  fragrance  of  morning.' 

"  At  another  time  she  requested  my  child  to  be 
brought  to  her,  and  afterwards  for  me  to  come  up 
into  her  room.  Taking  my  hand,  she  said,  '  I  have 
one  word  about  your  dear  little  boy ;  but  do  not 
think  I  deem  myself  capable  of  teaching  you.  I 
know  you  are  acquainted  with  your  duty  ;  but  my 
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heart  has  been  greatly  drawn  out  in  prayer  to-day 
for  all  my  little  cousins.  The  affection  that  I  bear 
you  and  yours  induces  me  now  to  speak.'  Anzo- 
netta  seemed  almost  afraid  to  go  on,  lest  I  should 
think  she  intended  to  set  herself  up  as  a  teacher.  I 
bade  her  speak  her  whole  mind,  saying  any  advice 
from  her  would  be  most  gratefully  received  ;  and  that 
I  truly  felt  that  my  place  was  at  her  feet,  to  receive 
instruction  from  one  who  had  been  so  eminently 
taught  of  God.  She  interrupted  me,  and  said, 

"  '  No  more  of  that,  aunt  Mary;  no  more  of  that, 
for  it  is  painful  to  me.  It  is  but  little  that  you  car. 
learn  of  me.'  Then,  in  a  manner  that  was  very 
fervent,  and  yet  so  mild,  and  marked  with  such  deep 
humility,  that  I  felt  completely  overcome  by  it,  she 
said, 

"  '  Take  heed  that  ye  despise  not  one  of  these  little 
ones ;  for  I  say  unto  you ,  that  in  heaven,  their  angels 
do  always  behold  the  face  of  my  Father,  who  is  in 
heaven.'  This  child  must  be  brought  up  for  God, 
and  trained  for  his  service.  Children,  you  know, 
are  the  Saviour's  especial  care.  And  remember,  that 
he  is  only  a  loan  ;  do  not  forget  the  Giver  while  en 
joying  the  gift.  He  must  be  a  herald  of  the  cross; 
and  wherever  his  steps  may  be,  may  he  there  raise 
the  standard  of  Jesus,  and  successfully  preach  the 
gospel  of  peace  to  a  perishing  world.'  She  added 
several  remarks  further,  and  repeated  several  passa- 
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ges  of  Scripture  applicable  to  me  in  my  new  capacity 
as  mother,  some  suited  to  warn  me  in  case  of  my 
neglect,  and  others  to  encourage  me  in  my  efforts  to 
do  the  will  of  the  Lord." 

It  was  in  the  early  part  of  October,  while  Anzo- 
netta's  health  and  strength  were  daily  declining, 
that  a  young  friend  called  to  see  her.  They  had 
been  companions  together  at  school.  A  few  years 
before,  life  was  new  to  them  both,  and  all  its  walks 
seemed  enamelled  with  flowers,  and  redolent  with 
the  fresh  and  balmy  odors  of  spring.  They  were 
then  indulging  in  many  bright  visions  of  hope. 
They  were  strongly  attached  to  each  other  by  con 
geniality  of  sentiment.  After  they  left  school,  how 
ever,  something  occurred  to  interrupt  their  inter 
course,  and  for  more  than  two  years  they  had  not 
met,  nor  been  made  acquainted  with  each  other's 
welfare.  In  the  meantime,  Ruth had  en 
tered  into  a  matrimonial  connection,  while  Anzonetta 
had  been  passing  through  the  severe  discipline  of  the 
school  of  affliction.  Ruth  had  made  several  unsuc 
cessful  attempts  to  ascertain  the  residence  of  Anzo 
netta,  for  she  was  bent  upon  renewing  the  former 
friendship  that  subsisted  between  them.  The  morn 
ing  of  the  day  on  which  she  called,  she  had  acci 
dentally  learned  her  residence,  and  had  also  been 
made  acquainted  with  the  fact  of  her  illness.  She 
immediately  hastened  to  the  spot  where  she  expected 
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to  meet  her  old  friend,  when  she  was  told  that  she 
was  so  ill  that  she  could  see  no  one.  Deeply  affected 
by  this  reply,  she  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears,  and 
said, 

"  I  am  not  prepared  for  such  an  answer." 
In  the  meantime,  Anzonetta,  having-  learned  who 
had  called,  earnestly  requested  that  Ruth  might  be 
permitted  to  come  up.  Upon  entering-  the  room, 
Ruth  was  very  much  overcome,  and  for  a  while 
could  not  speak.  Anzonetta  sympathized  in  her 
feelings,  and  the  silent  tear  stole  down  her  pale, 
emaciated  cheek.  As  yet,  neither  of  them  could 
speak;  but  soon  Anzonetta  extending  her  feeble, 
wasted  hand,  while  a  smile  shone  through  her  tears, 
said, 

"  0  Ruth,  you  did  not  expect  to  find  it  thus  with 
me.  The  Lord  hath  done  it ;  and  be  assured,  that 
he  hath  been  very  gracious  to  me  during  all  this 
sickness.  I  sought  him  in  health,  and  he  has  not 
deserted  me  in  sickness.  I  have  not  had  to  learn 
the  way  of  salvation  while  pressed  down  under  the 
weight  of  wasting  disease.  I  have  not  had,  in  this 
day  of  darkness,  to  contend  with  an  angry  Judge. 
I  feel  that  he  who  hath  done  this,  who  hath  laid 
me  upon  this  bed  of  languishing,  is  my  Saviour.  I 
could  never  have  borne,  through  this  long,  distressing 
sickness,  the  anguish  of  '  a  wounded  spirit?  Rest 
ing  all  my  hopes  on  the  blood  of  Christ,  I  feel  that 
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I  have  a  peace  which  passeth  all  understanding. 
Ruth,  we  used  to  love  each  other ;  shall  we  not  love 
the  same  Saviour — shall  we  not  be  fellow-compan 
ions  to  the  same  city  ?  Dear  Ruth,  look  upon  me, 
and  sec  how  little  youth  and  health  are  to  he  relied 
upon  as  a  ground  of  security  for  long  life." 

Mrs.  Peters  remarks,  that  she  accompanied  this 
young  friend  of  Anzonetta's  down  stairs  to  the 
street-door,  and  as  she  was  taking  her  leave  of  her, 
she  said,  with  deep  emotion, 

"  I  have  been  taught  this  day  a  valuable  lesson. 
Willingly  would  I  resign  to  Anzonetta  youth,  and 
health,  and  all  my  prospects  of  happiness  in  this 
life,  and  take  her  bed  of  sickness,  and  her  wasting 
disease,  if  I  could  take  with  it  her  faith  and  glori 
ous  prospect  of  eternal  life." 

The  same  day,  another  young  friend  called  to  see 
Anzonetta,  who,  she  had  reason  to  believe,  was  still 
in  a  state  of  impenitence.  She  was  not  able  to  see 
her,  but  said  to  her  mother, 

"  I  longed  to  see  and  converse  with  A ,  but  it 

would  have  been  too  much  for  my  poor,  shattered 
frame.  The  very  sight  of  me  might  have  warned 
her  of  the  uncertainty  of  life,  and  led  her  to  think 
of  the  importance  of  making  God  her  refuge  in  the 
season  of  health.  0  that  she  would  seek  him  while 
he  may  be  found,  and  call  upon  him  while  he  is 
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I  have  here  introduced  the  foregoing  incidents  to 
show,  that  up  to  the  very  last,  Anzonetta's  whole 
soul  was  bent  upon  doing  good,  and  that  she  was 
unwilling  to  have  any  opportunity  of  usefulness  pass 
unimproved. 

We  have  now  arrived  at  a  period  in  her  history 
when  her  mother  began  to  keep  a  daily  record  of 
her  remarks,  and  to  note  down  such  particulars  as 
appeared  to  her  at  the  time  to  be  illustrative  of  the 
state  of  her  mind,  and  of  the  degree  to  which  in  her 
the  Christian  graces  were  advanced.  This  record 
has  furnished  valuable  materials  for  this  and  subse 
quent  chapters. 

OCTOBER  4,  1833. — This  morning,  in  reading 
Henry  on  Prayer,  Anzonetta  remarked, 

"Mother,  these  short  petitions  are  very  suitable 
to  me.  They  are  so  very  short,  they  cannot  fatigue 
me,  while,  at  the  same  time,  they  are  exactly  adapted 
to  my  state  and  case.  Such  are  the  following.  '  Keep 
us  all  the  days  of  our  appointed  time,  waiting  till 
our  change  comes  ;  and  then  thou  shalt  call,  and  we 
shall  answer.  Bring  us  to  the  grave  as  a  shock  of 
corn  in  its  season.  And  when  we  walk  through  the 
valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  be  thou  with  us,  that 
we  may  fear  no  evil ;  let  thy  rod  and  thy  staff  corn- 
fort  us.'  I  feel  more  and  more  that  I  must  be  kept 
constantly  by  the  power  of  God  unto  salvation,  or  I 
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shall  never  see  that  salvation.  My  heart  is  so  weak, 
and  wicked,  and  \vandering,  that  nothing  but  infi 
nite  grace  could  enable  me  to  persevere  to  the  end. 
But  here  is  my  hope  :  He  that  hath  redeemed  me, 
hath  said,  '  I  will  never  leave  thee,  nor  forsake  thee. 
The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  cleanseth  us  from  all  sin.' 
Yes,  the  cross  of  Christ,  the  cross  of  Christ  keeps 
hope  alive  in  my  heart.  And  I  often  think  how 
delightful  it  will  be  when,  by  and  by,  I  shall  wake 
up  and  behold,  0  blessed  Jesus,  thy  face  in  right 
eousness,  and  be  satisfied  with  thy  likeness ;  and 
then,  with  angels  and  archangels,  and  with  all  the 
company  of  heaven,  laud  and  magnify  thy  glorious 
name,  evermore  praising  thee,  and  saying,  Holy,  holy, 
holy  Lord  God  of  hosts,  heaven  and  earth  are  full  of 
thy  glory  :  glory  be  to  thee,  0  Lord  most  high.  How 
expressive  these  words  are.  I  never  repeat  them 
without  feeling  a  holy  awe  pervade  my  soul,  and  as 
though  I  was  in  the  immediate  presence  of  God." 

After  having  lain  some  time  in  silence,  as  though 
in  deep  and  holy  thought,  she  remarked, 

"  I  have  been  thinking  of  these  words  of  the  Sav 
iour,  '  I  am  the  good  Shepherd,  and  know  my  sheep, 
and  am  known  of  mine  ;  and  other  sheep  I  have 
which  are  not  of  this  fold  :  them  also  I  must  bring, 
and  they  shall  hear  my  voice,  and  there  shall  be  one 
fold  arid  one  Shepherd;'  and  while  I  thought  upon 
these  words,  I  could  not  but  think  of  my  relatives — 
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of  those  in  this  house,  and  especially  of  my  young 
cousins.  It  occurred  to  me,  how  delightful  it  would 
be,  if  they  should  all  hear  the  voice  of  the  good  Shep 
herd,  and  enter  into  his  fold.  How  ready  he  is  to 
receive  them — to  gather  these  lambs  in  his  arms,  and 
carry  them  in  his  bosom." 

OCTOBEE.  6. — This  morning  she  is  very  weak  in 
body,  but  it  seems  as  though  new  life  and  vigor  were 
imparted  to  her  soul,  in  view  of  the  glory  that  awaits 
the  believer.  Her  countenance,  though  pale  and 
wasted  with  disease,  appears  bright  and  seraphic 
with  the  glowing  emotions  of  love  and  gratitude. 

This  day  the  holy  communion  was  celebrated  in 
Christ  church.  About  twelve  o'clock,  when  asked 
how  she  felt,  she  replied, 

"  Oh,  I  feel  a  sweet  peace  that  passeth  all  under 
standing.  May  I  not  say,  that 

"  This  peaceful  calm  within  the  breast, 
Is  the  sure  pledge  of  heavenly  rest; 
Which  for  the  church  of  God  remains — 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

"My  heart  and  soul  are  lifted  up  in  praise  and 
thanksgiving  to  God,  that  he  ever  led  me  to  know 
and  love  him.  '  0  Lord,  thou  art  my  God,  and  I 
will  praise  thee.  I  will  praise  thy  name,  for  thou 
hast  done  wonderful  things.  Blessed  be  the  Lord, 
for  he  hath  showed  me  his  marvellous  loving-kind 
ness.'  This  day  brings  to  my  remembrance  the  first 
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time  I  went  to  the  communion.  Mother,  let  the  first 
Sunday  in  February  be  a  day  of  peculiar  interest  with 
you  ;  for  that  was  the  day  in  which  I  first  avouched 
the  Lord  to  be  my  God,  in  the  presence  of  the  great 
congregation." 

She  then  requested  her  mother  to  repeat  the  "  Glo 
ria  in  Excehis"  in  which  she  joined  with  great  fer 
vor  and  devotion.  The  effort  she  made  to  unite  in 
this  anthem  of  praise  was  too  great  for  her  feeble 
frame.  Scarcely  had  she  finished  it,  before  she  sunk 
into  a  state  of  exhaustion,  from  which  it  seemed 
almost  impossible  to  resuscitate  her.  The  family 
gathered  around  her,  under  the  impression  that  the 
time  of  her  departure  had  arrived.  Her  mother  spoke 
to  her  repeatedly,  but  she  returned  no  sign  of  recog 
nition,  nor  even  of  consciousness.  After  lying  in  this 
state  for  a  long  time,  she  began  to  revive,  till  at 
length  she  said,  in  a  low  whisper, 

"  Mother,  do  not  be  alarmed  ;  though  I  may  be  in 
the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  fear  no  evil. 
The  Lord  is  with  me  ;  his  rod  and  his  staff  comfort 
me." 

Upon  recovering  still  farther,  she  remarked  to  one 
of  her  aunts,  who  stood  leaning  over  her, 

"  I  was  indeed  very  low ;  it  is  impossible  to  tell 
how  near  I  was  the  confines  of  eternity,  but  I  felt  no 
fear  of  death  ;  for  the  Shepherd  of  Israel  was  with 
me,  and  his  everlasting  arms  were  underneath  me." 
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Her  aunt  observed,  "Dear  Anzonetta,  I  presume 
you  feel  ready  to  go  at  any  moment,  or  still  to  stay: 
just  as  the  Lord  shall  decide." 

"  0,  yes,"  she  replied,  "  I  desire  that  God  may  in 
all  things  order  my  lot.  I  know  that  through  my 
Redeemer's  power,  death  is  already  swallowed  up  in 
victory.  I  view  death  as  the  blessed  instrument  that 
will  soon  release  me  from  this  world  of  sin.  1  arn 
thankful  for  the  mercies  that  I  now  enjoy  :  they  are 
many,  and  the  greatest  of  them  all  is,  that  the  Lord 
continually  smiles  on  me.  0,  how  sweet  it  is  to 
repose  on  the  merits  of  Jesus,  and  know  that  we  have 
a  faithful  God  to  whom  we  can  look  for  protection 
and  defence.  0,  that  all  would  come,  and  love,  and 
serve  this  blessed  God." 

While  she  was  making  these  remarks,  her  grand 
father  entered  the  room.  Throwing  her  feeble  arms 
around  his  neck,  she  said, 

"  Dear  grandfather,  I  love  you  tenderly — you  have 
always  been  kind  and  good  to  me.  Indeed,  I  have 
had  abundant  reason  to  love  you  ;  but  I  fear  I  have 
given  you  a  great  deal  of  trouble,  and  often  displeased 
you.  "Will  you  forgive  me  ?" 

Her  grandfather  assured  her  that  he  had  nothing 
to  forgive — that  she  always  acted  as  he  could  have 
wished. 

"I  have  often  done  wrong,"  she  replied,  "and 
now  I  sincerely  regret  it.  I  am  happy  in  the  thought 
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hat  you  love  me.  Earnestly  do  I  desire  your  hap 
piness  ;  may  heaven's  choicest  blessings  rest  upon 
you.  I  cannot  tell  you  how  happy  I  am  in  resting 
all  my  hopes  on  the  Saviour,  and  committing  all  my 
interests  into  his  hands." 

She  was  then  reminded  of  her  great  weakness,  and 
requested  to  spare  herself.  "With  all  the  docility  of 
a  child,  she  yielded  to  the  wishes  of  her  grandfather, 
and  remained  silent,  though  she  longed  to  give  utter 
ance  to  the  emotions  that  glowed  in  her  bosom. 

OCTOBER  7. — Very  weak  this  day,  but  her  heart 
is  overflowing  with  gratitude.  At  one  time  she  asked 
for  her  Polyglott  Bible.  At  length  she  said  to  her 
mother, 

"  How  beautiful  is  this  passage  :  '  The  ransomed 
of  the  Lord  shall  return,  and  come  to  Zion  with 
songs  and  everlasting  joy  upon  their  heads  :  they 
shall  obtain  joy  and  gladness,  and  sorrow  and  sighing 
shall  flee  away.'  It  appears  to  me,  that  no  one  can 
read  their  Bible  understandingly  without  references. 
I  feel  thankful  to  God  that  I  have  been  taught  the 
benefit  of  using  a  Polyglott  Bible.  0,  that  I  had, 
while  in  health,  spent  more  time  in  searching  the 
Scriptures — comparing  text  with  text.  You  know 
that  I  was  not  altogether  neglectful  of  this  duty  ;  but 
I  never  fully  understood  the  value  of  such  scriptural 
examinations  until  now." 

OCTOBER  9. — Upon  being  asked  this  morning  how 
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she  was,  she  replied,  "  Still  very  weak,  but  truly  the 
Lord  is  my  keeper.  I  often  dread  these  long,  rest 
less,  weary  nights.  The  sleep  I  get  is  only  a  sort  of 
painful  stupor.  But  the  Lord  is  very  merciful  in 
still  sustaining  me,  and  keeping  my  heart  fixed  on 
him.  I  can  say,  '  I  remember  him  upon  my  bed, 
and  meditate  on  him  in  the  night  watches.  Yea, 
with  my  soul  have  I  desired  thee  in  the  night.' 

"  Source  and  giver  of  repose, 
Singly  from  thy  smile  it  flows  • 
Peace  and  happiness  are  thine — 
Mine  they  are,  if  thou  art  mine. 

"  I  have  the  most  abundant  reason  for  gratitude. 
Though  sometimes  tried,  I  am  continually  surrounded 
with  the  manifestations  of  divine  mercy  and  good 
ness.  0  how  good,  how  gracious  the  Lord  is  to  me. 
0  that  I  could  suitably  praise  him,  and  tell  forth 
the  wonders  of  his  love.  The  theme  demands  the 
tongue  of  an  angel. 

"  Teach  me  some  melodious  measure, 

Sung  by  raptured  saints  above ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  sacred  pleasure, 
While  I  sing  redeeming  love." 

After  having  remained  silent  for  some  time,  she 
beckoned  to  her  mother  to  come  to  her.  Mrs.  Peters 
bent  over,  and  she  said, 

"  Yesterday,  when  I  asked  you  to  pray  for  rne,  1 
felt  as  though  I  was  sinking  into  the  arms  of  death. 
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An  evil  suggestion  was  darted  into  my  mind.  The 
tempter  said,  '  What  if,  after  all,  you  are  lost.'  For 
a  moment,  a  shade  came  over  my  soul,  but  soon  the 
Sun  of  righteousness  again  shone  brightly  on  me,  and 
I  felt  able  to  bid  the  tempter  flee.  What  a  mercy 
it  is,  that  our  God  is  unchangeable.  This  thought 
comforts  me — however  much  I  may  change,  he 
changeth  not.  And  this  unchangeable  Jehovah, 
'  willing  more  abundantly  to  show  unto  the  heirs  of 
promise  the  immutability  of  his  counsel,  confirmed  it 
by  an  oath,  that  by  two  immutable  things,  in  which 
it  was  impossible  for  God  to  lie,  we  might  have  a 
strong  consolation  who  have  fled  for  refuge  to  lay 
hold  on  the  hope  set  before  us.'  " 

OCTOBER  10. — This  morning  life  could  just  be  per 
ceived  as  lingering  in  her  thin  and  emaciated  form. 
It  seemed  like  the  expiring  wick  of  a  taper,  that 
flickers,  and  is  dying  a\vay  in  the  socket.  After  a 
while,  she  revived,  and  her  first  words  were, 

"  The  Lord's  will  be  done.  I  felt  this  morning 
some  impatient  longings  to  be  released.  I  felt  almost 
weary  of  this  trial.  But  0,  Lord,  have  mercy  on 
me,  and  forgive  me  this  impatient  feeling.  Thy  will 
is  better  than  mine.  And  how  great  is  thy  mercy. 
For  I  have  in  the  heavens  a  compassionate  High- 
priest,  who  is  touched  with  the  feeling  of  my  infirm 
ities,  and  who  is  afflicted  in  all  my  afflictions.  I 
feel  this  moment  very  weak — just  sinking  down  into 
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the  valley ;  but  all  glory,  honor,  praise,  and  power 
be  unto  Him  that  sitteth  upon  the  throne,  and  unto 
the  Lamb  for  ever  and  ever — his  goodness  to  me  hath 
been  unbounded.  0,  how  very  precious  the  promises 
of  God  are  to  me.  It  is  my  covenant  God  that  saith, 
'  I  will  turn  my  hand  upon  thee,  and  purely  purge 
away  thy  dross,  and  take  away  thy  sin.'  Mother,  do 
read  for  me  the  concluding  passage  in  the  '  ADVICE 
TO  A  YOUNG  CHRISTIAN.'  " 

Her  mother  read  as  follows, 

"  In  short,  take  to  yourself  the  whole  armor  of 
God  :  the  shield  of  faith,  by  which  you  may  quench 
the  fiery  darts  of  Satan  ;  the  helmet  of  salvation,  to 
adorn  and  defend  your  head  ;  the  breastplate  of  right 
eousness,  to  cover  your  bosom  from  the  shafts  of 
calumny,  or  of  envy  ;  the  sword  of  the  Spirit,  whose 
keen  edge  will  make  you  resolute  and  fearless  in  the 
attack,  powerful  and  irresistible  in  the  defence.  Thus 
arrayed,  look  upward,  and  press  onward.  God  is 
your  strength  ;  and  when  he  nerves  the  arm,  though 
it  be  the  arm  of  the  weakest  believer,  that  arm  is 
irresistible.  Lay  not  aside  your  weapons,  while  one 
foe  within  is  unsubdued,  or  one  enemy  without  un- 
coriquered.  But  life  is  short.  The  time  is  at  hand 
when  you  shall  have  a  full  and  free  discharge.  The 
crown  of  glory  glitters  in  prospect.  After  a  few  more 
days  of  fidelity  to  your  King,  that  crown  shall  be 
placed  upon  your  brow. 
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"  When  death  comes,  he  will  prove  your  last  ene 
my.  As  he  falls  beneath  your  triumphant  struggle, 
you  shall  hear  the  notes  of  victory,  bursting  from  ten 
thousand  angels,  on  your  dying  ear.  Then  youi 
work  is  done.  Then  your  warfare  is  over.  On  yon 
der  heavenly  plains  you  shall  receive  a  golden  harp, 
and  learn  celestial  music.  You  shall  sound  that 
name  by  which  you  conquered  ;  and  in  your  eternal 
song,  chant  the  praises  of  Him  who  sitteth  upon  the 
throne,  and  of  the  Lamb  for  ever.  The  trials  of  life 
will  be  remembered  no  more,  or  if  remembered,  will 
serve  as  new  themes  of  praise  and  thanksgiving. 
What  a  consummation.  Who  would  not  struggle  a 
few  short  days  to  inherit  so  rich  a  reward — to  wear 
for  ever  so  bright  a  diadem  ?" 

While  listening  to  this  eloquent  passage,  she  seemed 
borne  away  with  holy  rapture,  and  when  it  was  con 
cluded,  she  remarked, 

"0,  how  sweet  it  will  be  to  join  in  the  song  of  the 
redeemed. 

"  Legions  of  angels  round  his  throne 

In  countless  armies  shine  ] 
At  his  right  hand,  with  golden  harps, 
They  ofler  songs  divine." 

OCTOBER  11. — After  remaining,  this  morning,  for 
a  long  time  in  a  state  of  exhaustion,  she  partially 
revived,  and  said, 

"  0,  what  struggles  with  death  ;  with  the  corrup- 
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tions  of  my  depraved  nature,  and  with  Satan,  the 
enemy  of  souls.  He  would  tempt  me  to  let  go  my 
hold  on  Christ.  But  the  crucified  and  risen  Saviour, 
^ho  has  this  enemy  under  his  feet,  is  very  gracious 
,o  me,  and  gives  me  power  to  sustain  this  contest. 
No  ;  I  have  nothing  to  fear.  This  conflict  will  soon 
be  over." 

Her  mother  remarked  to  her,  "You  can  adopt, 
with  St.  Paul,  the  language  of  triumphant  faith,  and 
say,  '  In  all  these  things,  we  are  more  than  conquer 
ors,  through  Him  that  loved  us.'  " 

"  0  yes,"  she  replied,  "  I  arn  persuaded  that  'nei 
ther  death,  nor  life,  nor  angels,  nor  principalities,  nor 
powers,  nor  things  present,  nor  things  to  come,  nor 
height,  nor  depth,  nor  any  other  creature,  shall  be 
able  to  separate  me  from  the  love  of  God  which  is 
in  Christ  Jesus  our  Lord.'  Though  God  sometimes 
permits  doubts  to  cloud  my  mind,  I  do  not  cast  away 
my  confidence,  nor  let  go  my  hope ;  '  which  hope  I 
have,  as  an  anchor  of  the  soul,  both  sure  and  stead 
fast,'  entering  within  the  veil,  whither  the  Forerun 
ner,  my  great  High-priest,  has  gone.  This  passage 
of  Scripture  formed  one  evening  the  subject  of  our 
Bible-class  instruction.  I  shall  never  forget  the  hap 
py  illustrations  that  were  then  employed  to  set  this 
beautiful  idea  before  us.  That  evening,  I  was  greatly 
distressed  to  know  how  I  should  get  down  to  the 
lecture-room,  for  I  had  no  one  to  accompany  me.  I 
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wished,  particularly,  to  hear  the  explanation  in  ref 
erence  to  the  anchor.  Contrary  to  my  fears,  a  way 
was  provided  for  me  to  go.  It  was  indeed  a  precious 
season.  The  religious  instruction  of  that  evening  has 
often  cheered  and  comforted  me  since.  0,  that  I 
could  hear  those  remarks  again.  I  have  frequently 
regretted  that  I  did  not  write  down  the  remarks  that 
I  heard  upon  each  lesson.  Such  a  record  would  have 
been  a  source  of  great  comfort  to  inc." 

The  food  that  Anzonetta  took  usually  distressed  her 
very  greatly,  without  seeming  to  impart  to  her  any 
renewed  strength.  This  day,  however,  she  seemed  a 
little  revived  by  her  food,  when  she  remarked, 

"  However  painful  it  might  be,  I  would  cheerfully 
take  nourishment,  at  regular  intervals,  if  it  had  the 
effect  of  giving  me  a  little  increased  strength  for  a 
few  moments,  that  I  might  spend  those  moments  in 
religious  conversation,  and  in  trying  to  glorify  my 
heavenly  Father.  These  words  have  dwelt  upon  my 
mind  much  to-day. 

"  But  soon  he'll  break  death's  envious  chain, 

And  in  full  glory  shine ; 
0,  Lamb  of  God,  was  ever  pain, 
Was  ever  love,  like  thine  ? 

That  passage,  in  the  '  ADVICE  TO  A  YOUNG  CHRIS 
TIAN,'  '  On  yonder  heavenly  plains,  ye  shall  receive  a 
golden  harp,  and  learn  celestial  music,'  reminds  me 
of  the  vision  of  St.  John,  when  he  '  looked,  and  lo, 
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a  Lamb  stood  on  the  mount  Zion,  and  with  him  a 
hundred  and  forty  and  four  thousand,  having  their 
Father's  name  written  in  their  foreheads.  And  I 
heard  the  voice  of  harpers,  harping  with  their  harps. 
And  they  sung  as  it  were  a  new  song  hefore  the 
throne,  and  before  the  four  beasts,  and  the  elders  :  and 
no  man  could  learn  that  song,  but  the  hundred  and 
forty  and  four  thousand,  which  wrere  redeemed  from 
the  earth.'  When,  0  when  shall  I  be  permitted  to 
join  that  blessed  throng,  and  unite  in  that  celestial 
anthem,  that  song  of  the  redeemed?" 

This  day,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Smedes  called,  and  offered 
prayer.  Anzonetta  spoke  to  him  of  the  goodness  of 
God,  and  the  prcciousness  of  his  word.  "  I  wish," 
said  she,  "  that  every  human  creature  could  derive 
from  this  book  the  same  rich  consolations,  and  receive 
the  same  support  from  its  sacred  pages,  that  I  have 
done  during  this  sickness.  To  me  it  has  been  as  the 
well  of  salvation,  and  the  bread  of  life." 

She  also  remarked  to  him,  that  on  a  former  occa 
sion,  when  he  visited  her,  and  found  her  views  cloud 
ed,  and  kindly  read  the  fifth  chapter  of  Romans, 
offering  some  remarks  on  the  same,  that  chapter  was 
greatly  blessed  to  her,  especially  the  words,  '  If,  when 
we  were  enemies,  we  were  reconciled  by  the  death 
of  his  Son ;  much  more,  being  reconciled,  we  shall  be 
saved  by  his  life.' 

Towards  evening,  she  remarked  to  her  mother,  "  I 
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have  been  very  happy  in  reflecting  upon  these  words 
'  We  have  a  strong  consolation,  who  have  fled  for 
refuge  to  lay  hold  upon  the  hope  set  before  us.'  My 
meditations  on  this  passage  were  delightful.  I 
wished  to  give  utterance  to  them,  but  was  deterred 
from  the  fear  that  I  might  say  more  than  I  felt.  I 
know  that  the  heart  is  deceitful,  and  I  wish  to  Avatch 
over  it,  and  never  permit  myself  to  utter  sentiments 
that  I  do  not  truly  feel.  Still,  I  do  long  to  glorify 
God,  in  telling  of  his  goodness  ;  for  I  feel  that  I  am 
the  recipient  of  blessings  that  are  unspeakably  great." 

AVhen  her  mother  was  moving  her  in  the  evening, 
she  said,  "  Praise  God,  dear  mother,  for  his  goocjuess 
to  me  this  day.  He  has  given  me  strong  confidence 
to  believe  that  he  will  support  you  under  every  be 
reavement  and  trial,  and  make  you  to  rejoice  in  the 
midst  of  sorrow." 

OCTOBER  12. — This  morning,  when  asked  how  she 
was,  she  replied, 

"  Very  feeble ;  but  the  Lord  is  still  my  keeper. 
He  is  my  refuge  and  fortress — in  him  will  I  trust." 

After  a  short  pause,  she  remarked, 

"  The  language  of  praise,  rather  than  of  complaint, 
becomes  me.  These  words  of  the  psalmist  appear  to 
me  very  beautiful  and  appropriate  :  Awake,  lute 
and  harp — I  myself  will  awake  right  early" — 
She  could  proceed  no  farther.  There  immediately 
ensued  a  sort  of  sinking  of  life,  as  though  the  vital 
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spark  had  fled.  She  remained  in  this  state  for  a  long 
time,  when  at  length  she  began  to  revive.  She  whis 
pered  to  her  mother,  who  bent  over  her, 

"  Peace — peace — all  is  peace.  Greater  love  hath 
no  man  than  this" —  The  words  died  upon  her 
lips,  and  she  could  not  finish  the  sentence.  She  con 
tinued  very  feeble  throughout  the  day. 

About  twelve  o'clock,  Mr.  Guion,  the  aged  and 
worthy  superintendent  of  Christ  church  Sunday- 
school,  called  to  see  her.  She  was  very  weak  when 
he  called,  and  had  scarcely  power  to  speak.  But 
the  moment  he  entered  the  room,  she  greeted  him 
with  a  smile,  and  made  an  effort  to  take  his  hand. 
In  a  low  voice,  with  frequent  pauses,  she  expressed 
to  him  the  pleasure  she  felt  in  again  seeing  one  to 
whom  she  was  so  sincerely  attached.  She  then  pro 
ceeded,  in  the  following  language  : 

"  0,  Mr.  Guion,  the  goodness  of  God  has  been  very 
great  to  me.  I  have  found  him  a  God  of  love.  He 
sought  me  when  I  asked  not  for  him.  He  called  me 
while  I  yet  had  health  and  strength,  and  while  I  was 
living  unmindful  of  his  mercies.  He  early  brought 
me  to  a  knowledge  of  the  truth ;  and  now  while  I 
lie  here  on  this  bed  of  languishing,  wasting  down  to 
death,  his  banner  over  me  is  love.  What  could  I 
have  done  on  this  bed  of  sickness,  if  I  had  not  had  a 
reconciled  and  covenant  God  to  go  to  ?  I  have 
thought  much  of  my  little  Sunday-school  scholars. 
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Give  my  love  to  them.  Tell  them  from  me,  their 
teacher,  who  is  now  on  her  death-hed,  to  seek  God 
in  their  youth — to  read  their  Bible,  and  attend  to 
prayer.  Tell  them  they  will  find  God  a  sure  refuge — 
a  very  present  help  in  trouble.  If  they  seek  him 
now,  he  will  be  their  Father  and  their  Friend  when 
they  come  to  lie  down  upon  a  bed  of  sickness.  Do 
urge  them  to  seek  the  Lord  now,  and  say, 

"The  gentle  Saviour  calls 

The  children  to  his  breast ; 
He  folds  them  in  his  gracious  arms — 
Himself  declares  them  blest. 

"To  the  Sunday-school  teachers  give  my  most 
affectionate  love,  and  tell  them  to  be  earnest  in  the 
work  in  which  they  are  engaged,  and  faithful  in 
teaching  those  committed  to  their  care,  the  truth  as 
it  is  in  Jesus.  Tell  them  that  those  children  are  the 
peculiar  objects  of  the  Saviour's  love,  and  that  they 
will  not  lose  their  reward  ;  for  the  Lord  keeps  a  book 
of  remembrance — a  record  in  which  are  registered 
their  labors  and  toils — and  that '  they  that  turn  many 
to  righteousness  shall  shine  as  the  stars  in  the  firma 
ment  of  heaven  for  ever  and  ever.'  Yes,  theirs  is  a 
precious  work,  and  if  faithfully  performed,  will  not 
be  forgotten  of  God.  0,  that  I  could  tell  them  of  the 
support  that  faith  in  a  crucified  Redeemer  yields,  in 
the  immediate  view  of  death ;  and  of  the  value  of 
Bible  truth,  when  all  that  man  can  say  can  bring  no 
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comfort.  I  thought  I  loved  the  Bible  in  health  ;  but 
I  never  knew  its  full  value  till  laid  upon  this  sick 
bed.  Here  it  has  been  my  meat  and  drink.  0,  tell 
them  from  me,  not  to  neglect  to  treasure  up  in  their 
memories  large  portions  of  the  word  of  God,  and  they 
will  then  have  something  to  feed  upon  when  they 
pass  over  Jordan." 

After  Mr.  Guion  had  engaged  in  prayer,  as  lie-was 
about  leaving,  he  expressed  his  regret  at  seeing  her 
so  low  ;  but  remarked,  that  he  still  cherished  the 
hope  that  God  would  restore  her  to  health.  Anzo- 
netta  immediately  replied,  with  much  solemnity, 

"Mr.  Guion,  this  is  my  last  sickness.  I  never 
shall  rise  from  this  bed.  My  strength  daily  declines. 
I  am  so  low  that  I  feel  every  day  will  be  my  last.  I 
dare  not  look  forward  with  the  expectation  that  life 
will  continue  a  single  hour.  I  am  waiting  till  the 
Master  calls." 

"  You  wish,  then,  to  depart  ?"  said  Mr.  Guion. 

"  It  is  far  better"  she  replied. 

To  her  aunt,  who  was  present  on  this  occasion, 
upon  taking  her  leave,  she  said,  "  Good-by,  aunt 
Mary,  good-by  ;  I  love  you  most  tenderly.  But  0, 
the  love  of  God — his  love  to  me  is  boundless.  He  is 
my  rock,  iny  fortress,  my  high  tower.  He  hath 
kept  me  hitherto  ;  and  he  gives  me  confidence  to 
believe  that  he  will  keep  me  unto  the  end.  But 
pray  for  me — pray  that  I  may  be  patient  to  the  last." 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

BRIGHT    GLIMPSES    OF   THE   PROMISED   LAND. 

SUNDAY,  October  13.—  This  morning,  while  her 
mother  was  attending  upon  her,  she  said, 

"  Dear  mother,  how  I  rejoice  in  the  return  of  this 
holy  day.  When  I  awoke,  I  found  it  difficult  to  col 
lect  my  thoughts  ;  I  wanted  them  all  fixed  on  God. 
But  this  dying  body  was  so  feeble  that  its  debility 
seemed  to  be  communicated  to  the  soul.  Soon,  how 
ever,  through  the  aid  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  my  thoughts 
began  to  be  lifted  up  to  the  place  where  my  treas 


Great  God,  this  sacred  day  of  thine 
Demands  the  soul's  collected  powers; 

Gladly  I  now  to  thee  resign 

These  solemn,  consecrated  hours. 

0  may  my  soul,  adoring,  own 

The  grace  that  calls  me  to  thy  throne. 

All-seeing  God,  thy  piercing  eye 
Can  every  secret  thought  explore  — 

May  worldly  cares  my  bosom  fly, 

And,  where  thou  art,  intrude  no  more. 

0  may  thy  grace  my  spirit  move, 

And  fix  my  mind  on  things  above. 
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Thy  Spirit's  powerful  aid  impart, 
And  bid  thy  word,  with  life  divine, 

Engage  the  ear,  and  warm  the  heart ; 
Then  shall  the  day  indeed  be  thine. 

Then  shall  my  soul,  adoring,  own 

The  grace  that  calls  me  to  thy  throne." 

Shortly  after,  a  young  cousin  came  in  to  see  her, 
and  inquired  after  her  health.  She  replied, 

"  I  feel  somewhat  revived.  Every  thing  around 
me  appears  delightful  to-day.  This  room  seems,  at 
times,  lit  up  with  the  radiance  of  heaven.  Though 
it  is  boisterous  and  stormy  without,  all  is  serenity 
and  peace  here  ;  for  God  is  here,  lifting  upon  me  the 
light  of  his  reconciled  countenance." 

At  her  request,  her  mother  read  a  part  of  the  fifth 
chapter  of  the  2d  Corinthians.  At  the  close  of  the 
reading,  she  remarked,  in  a  subdued  yet  emphatic 
tone  of  voice, 

"  Truly, '  God  is  love  ;  and  he  that  dwelleth  in  love 
dwelleth  in  God,  and  God  in  him.'  His  love  to  man, 
how  great.  '  God  was  in  Christ  reconciling  the  world 
unto  himself,  not  imputing  their  trespasses  unto  them.' 
The  blessed  Son  of  God  was  '  made  sin  for  us,  who 
knew  no  sin,  that  we  might  be  made  the  righteous 
ness  of  God  in  him.'  " 

During  the  day,  she  had  conversations  with  several 
of  her  young  relatives,  and  while  speaking  to  them, 
she  continually  dwelt  upon  the  love  of  God  in  Christ 
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OCTOBER  14.— The  first  words  which  Anzonelta 
uttered  this  morning  were, 

"  The  Lord  is  my  constant  support.  The  light  of 
his  countenance  beamed  sweetly  on  me,  as  I  attempt 
ed,  at  the  early  dawn,  to  draw  near  him  in  prayer. 
I  then  felt,  while  I  drew  streams  of  heavenly  com 
fort  from  the  presence  of  the  Holy  One,  what  a  poor, 
helpless  creature  I  was,  and  how  God  manifested  the 
riches  of  his  grace  in  condescending  to  save  one  so 
vile  and  worthless  as  I.  What  sweetness  there  is  in 
the  thought,  that  he  will  one  day  sanctify  me  wholly, 
and  present  me  faultless  before  the  throne." 

OCTOBER  15. — This  morning,  she  appeared  very 
weak  ;  but  as  the  day  advanced,  her  debilitated  sys 
tem  seemed,  for  a  little  while,  to  gather  increased 
strength  ;  and  she  repeated,  in  a  very  sweet  and 
affecting  manner,  these  words  : 

"  '  In  all  their  affliction  he  was  afflicted  ;  and  the 
angel  of  his  presence  saved  them.  In  his  love  and 
in  his  pity  he  redeemed  them  ;  and  he  bare  them, 
and  carried  them  all  the  days  of  old.'  This  sympa 
thizing  Saviour  still  liveth  ;  and  he  is  my  covenant 
God.  He  will  wipe  away  all  tears  from  his  afflicted 
people's  eyes,  and  conduct  them  to  a  place  of  eternal 
peace. 

'•  Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn, 

Press  onward  to  the  prize  j 
Soon  the  Saviour  will  return 
Triumphant  in  the  skies  : 
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Yet  a  season,  and,  you  know, 
Happy  entrance  shall  be  given, 

All  your  sorrows  left  below, 

And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven." 

After  a  short  pause,  she  requested  her  mother  to 
hand  her  "  CLARK  ON  THE  PROMISES."  She  then 
opened  it,  and  read  the  following  passage  : 

"  '  And  one  of  the  elders  answered,  saying  unto 
me,  What  are  these  which  are  arrayed  in  white 
robes  ?  and  whence  came  they  ?  And  I  said  unto 
him,  Sir,  thou  knowest.  And  he  said  to  me,  These 
are  they  which  came  out  of  great  tribulation,  and 
have  washed  their  robes,  and  made  them  white  in 
the  blood  of  the  Lamb,'  etc.  "What  a  blessing  it  is 
to  have  a  hope  in  Christ.  Who  would  not  go  through 
tribulation,  to  attain  to  the  happiness  of  the  re 
deemed?" 

During  the  day,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Lyell  called  ;  and  on 
approaching  her  bed,  and  beholding  her  heavenly 
countenance,  he  exclaimed, 

"  I  see,  my  dear  child,  you  are  where  you  have 
been  for  months,  lying  at  the  very  gate  of  heaven. 
The  body  is  still  in  the  furnace,  but  the  soul  is  puri 
fied  by  the  fire,  and  being  refined  from  its  dross,  will 
soon  be  borne  by  angels  to  the  regions  of  the  blest, 
to  be  for  ever  with  God.  How  much  more  your 
state  is  to  be  envied,  than  that  of  those  who,  in  the 
enjoyment  of  health,  are  spending  the  fleeting  hours 
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of  time  in  a  round  of  pleasure  and  amusement,  regard 
less  of  the  momentous  concerns  of  eternity  ;  and  when 
sickness  and  death  overtake  them,  they  will  be  ut 
terly  unprepared  for  the  awful  change  which  awaits 
them." 

Anzonetta  meekly  replied,  "  I  hope  I  appreciate, 
hi  some  small  degree,  the  goodness  of  God  towards 
me.  He  has  been  very  gracious  to  me  since  I  last 
saw  you.  Almost  continually  have  I  enjoyed  a  sweet 
sense  of  the  divine  presence,  and  my  Bible  has  been 
an  unfailing  source  of  consolation." 

She  was  so  weak,  that  she  was  able  to  continue 
the  conversation  but  a  lew  moments  ;  but  after  Dr. 
Lyell  had  left,  she  remarked, 

"  How  sweet  was  that  prayer,  and  how  kind  it  is 
in  Dr.  Lyell,  and  Mr.  Smedes,  to  call  so  often.  Their 
visits  are  refreshing  to  me.  I  feel  greatly  indebted 
to  them,  but  the  only  return  I  can  make,  is  to  pray 
my  heavenly  Father  to  bless  them  with  all  spiritual 
blessings  in  Christ  Jesus — to  draw  their  hearts  closer 
to  him  in  love,  and  fill  them  with  his  Holy  Spirit." 

Some  time  after  this,  she  called  to  her  mother,  and 
said,  "  I  cannot  tell  you  what  happiness  I  have  en 
joyed  in  view  of  the  Saviour's  love.  Truly  the  height, 
and  depth,  and  length,  and  breadth  of  the  love  of  God 
passeth  knowledge — passe th  all  understanding." 

Late  in  the  afternoon,  a  young  friend  called  to  see 
her.  Anzonetta  said  to  her, 

Mem.  Felon.  1  1 
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"Do  you  think  I  have  altered  in  my  appearance 
since  you  saw  me  ?" 

She  replied  in  the  affirmative.  Anzonetta  then 
said,  in  a  very  solemn  manner, 

"  I  have  indeed  changed  since  you  saw  me.  I 
never  expect  to  rise  from  this  bed.  But  the  Lord  is 
my  stronghold.  All  my  hopes  are  centred  in  him. 
All  my  comforts  flow  from  him.  Creatures  can  yield 
me  but  little  comfort  now,  and  soon  that  little  will 
fail ;  but  the  Lord  liveth  for  ever,  who  is  my  sure 
and  everlasting  stay." 

OCTOBER  16. — Her  bodily  strength  very  much  as 
yesterday,  and  her  soul  still  sweetly  stayed  on  God. 
Having  asked  her  mother  for  "  CLARK  ON  THE  PROM 
ISES,"  she  recited  the  following  passages  : 

"  '  Behold,  God  is  my  salvation  ;  I  will  trust,  and 
not  be  afraid  ;  for  the  Lord  Jehovah  is  my  strength 
and  my  song  :  he  is  also  become  my  salvation.  He 
giveth  power  to  the  faint ;  and  to  them  that  have  no 
might  he  increaseth  strength.  Even  the  youths  shall 
faint,  and  be  weary,  and  the  young  men  shall  utterly 
fall :  but  they  that  wait  upon  the  Lord  shall  renew 
their  strength ;  they  shall  mount  up  with  wings  as 
eagles  ;  they  shall  run,  and  not  be  weary  ;  they  shall 
walk,  and  not  faint.'  What  food  does  the  word  of 
God  contain  to  nourish  and  revive  a  faint  and  weary 
soul.  Truly,  God  hath  said  of  the  soul  that  trusts 
in  him,  '  He  shall  dwell  on  high  :  his  place  of  defence 
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shall  be  the  munition  of  rocks  :  bread  shall  be  given 
him,  his  waters  shall  be  sure.'  0  that  I  could  speak 
forth  the  praises  of  the  Lord. 

"  Supreme  in  wisdom  as  in  power, 

The  Rock  of  ages  stands : 
Thou  canst  not  search  his  mind,  nor  trace 
The  working  of  his  hands. 

He  gives  the  conquest  to  the  weak, 

Supports  the  fainting  heart ; 
And  courage,  in  the  evil  hour, 

His  heavenly  aids  impart. 

Mere  human  energy  shall  faint, 

And  youthful  vigor  cease ; 
But  those  who  wait  upon  the  Lord, 

In  strength  shall  still  increase. 

They  with  unwearied  steps  shall  tread 

The  path  of  life  divine; 
With  growing  ardor  onward  move — 

With  growing  brightness  shine. 

On  eagles'  wings  they  mount,  they  soar 

On  wings  of  faith  and  love ; 
Till  past  the  sphere  of  earth  and  sin, 

They  rise  to  heaven  above/' 

She  continued  to  read,  and  make  short  comments 
as  she  passed  along,  and  frequently  adding  poetic 
illustrations  of  the  thought  which  principally  dwelt 
upon  her  mind.  These  beautiful  effusions,  that  every 
now  and  then  fell  from  her  lips  in  poetic  numbers, 
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were  fragments  of  those  various  songs  of  Zioli  with 
which  she  had  enriched  her  memory  in  the  days  of 
health.  And  now,  the  events  that  transpired  around 
her,  or  the  various  parts  of  the  word  of  God  to  which 
she  turned  her  attention,  called  them  up  to  her  recol 
lection.  The  low,  subdued  tone  of  voice  in  which 
she  repeated  these  sweet  strains,  connected  with  the 
simplicity  of  spirit  and  entireness  of  soul  with  Avhich 
she  entered  into  the  sentiments,  gave  to  them  a  most 
thrilling  effect.  On  the  present  occasion,  having 
read  the  following  passage,  "  Giving  thanks  unto  the 
Father,  which  hath  made  us  meet  to  be  partakers  of 
the  inheritance  of  the  saints  in  light" — she  looked  up, 
and  with  eyes  sparkling  with  hope,  said, 

"  How  full,  how  precious,  how  glorious  are  the 
things  which  God  hath  prepared  for  those  that  love 
him.  '  Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  neither 
have  entered  into  the  heart  of  man,'  the  glories  that 
will  gather  around  the  saints  in  light.  Let  me  look 
at  these  things,  and  forget  my  weakness  and  my 
pains. 

"When  languor  and  disease  invade 

This  trembling  house  of  clay; 
'Tis  sweet  to  look  beyond  my  pains. 
And  long  to  fly  away." 

She  went  on  repeating,  in  a  most  touching  manner, 
the  whole  hymn  :  when  she  came  to  the  words, 
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"  Sweet  on  His  faithfulness  to  rest, 

Whose  love  can  never  end ; 
Sweet,  on  his  covenant  of  grace, 
For  all  things  to  depend," 

she  exclaimed,  with  strong  emphasis, 

"  0  that  covenant  of  grace,  that  covenant  of  grace. 
It  is  established  as  the  heavens — firmer  than  the 
foundations  of  the  earth — based  upon  the  truth  of 
God  ;  it  is  ordered  in  all  things,  and  sure.  He 
himself  hath  said,  '  The  mountains  shall  depart,  and 
the  hills  be  removed  ;  but  my  kindness  shall  not 
depart  from  thee,  neither  shall  the  covenant  of  my 
peace  be  removed,  saith  the  Lord  that  hath  mercy 
on  thee.'  " 

For  several  days  after  this,  Anzonetta's  voice  be 
came  so  feeble  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  give 
utterance  to  her  thoughts.  During  all  this  time, 
however,  her  mind  was  sweetly  stayed  on  God.  At 
intervals,  she  was  enabled  to  breathe  forth  in  a  whis 
per  some  of  the  emotions  that  glowed  in  her  bosom. 
At  one  time,  she  would  repeat  a  verse  of  Scripture, 
or  a  few  lines  of  a  hymn  ;  and  at  another,  she  would 
ask  her  mother  to  read  parts  of  the  sacred  volume. 
During  these  days,  she  often  repeated,  though  with 
great  difficulty,  one  or  other  of  these  passages : 
"  Thou  shalt  guide  rne  with  thy  counsel,  and  after 
wards  receive  me  to  glory.  There  remaineth,  there- 
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fore,  a  rest  to  the  people  of  God — God  is  not  ashamed 
to  be  called  their  God,  for  he  hath  prepared  for  them 
a  city."    On  one  occasion,  she  repeated  the  following 
stanzas,  while  her  breath  at  every  line  seemed  pass 
ing  away  for  ever  : 

"In  vain  my  fancy  strives  to  paint 

The  moment  after  death, 
The  glories  that  surround  the  saint 

When  yielding  up  his  breath. 
One  gentle  sigh  his  fetters  breaks  ; 

We  scarce  can  say,  i  He's  gone  " 
Before  the  willing  spirit  takes 

Her  mansion  near  the  throne. 
Faith  strives,  but  all  its  efforts  fail 

To  trace  her  heavenward  flight ; 
No  eye  can  pierce  within  the  veil 

Which  hides  that  world  of  light. 
Thus  much — and  this  is  all — we  know 

They  are  supremely  blest ; 
Have  done  with  sin,  and  care,  and  woe, 

And  with  their  Saviour  rest." 

On  another  occasion,  after  having  repeated  these 
passages  of  Scripture,  "  I  have  set  the  Lord  always 
before  me  ;  because  he  is  at  my  right  hand,  I  shall 
not  be  moved.  Thou  wilt  show  rne  the  path  of  life  ; 
in  thy  presence  is  fulness  of  joy  ;  at  thy  right  hand 
are  pleasures  for  evermore,"  she  added,  with  more 
than  usual  pathos  of  manner,  lifting  her  eyes  to  God, 
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"  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mine, 

My  life  and  death  attend ; 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine, 
And  crown  my  journey's  end." 

Pausing  for  a  moment,  as  though  to  dwell  on  the 
thought,  she  proceeded,  with  a  heavenly  expression, 
of  countenance,  and  as  though  engaged  in  earnest 

prayer, 

"  0  may  I  find  in  death 

A  hiding-place  with  God, 
Secure  from  woe  and  sin,  till  called 

To  share  his  blcss'd  abode. 
Cheer' d  by  this  hope,  I  wait, 

Through  toil,  and  care,  and  grief, 
Till  my  appointed  course  is  run, 
And  death  shall  bring  relief." 

SUNDAY,  October  20. — From  yesterday  afternoon 
until  late  this  morning,  life  seemed  like  a  glimmer 
ing  spark,  that  was  just  ready  to  go  out.  Towards 
evening  she  revived,  and  said, 

"  How  delightful  it  is  to  contemplate  this  sacred 
day  as  the  one  on  which  the  Saviour  rose  from  the 
dead.  And  how  sweet  and  becoming  was  the  con 
duct  of  the  two  Marys,  who  went  early  in  the  morn 
ing,  while  it  was  yet  dark,  to  the  sepulchre,  with 
spices,  to  embalm  the  body  of  the  Saviour.  I  do  not 
wonder,  inasmuch  as  they  did  not  understand  that 
lie  was  to  rise  from  the  dead,  that  they  were  troubled 
when  they  found  that  the  body  was  not  there. 
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"  Now  will  I,  like  Mary, 
My  best  spices  carry 

To  my  Saviour's  tomb  ; 
I'll  behold  his  body, 
Mangled,  pale,  and  bloody — 

Now  my  Sabbath's  come. 

When,  0  dear  Jesus,  when  shall  I 

Behold  thee,  all  serene ; 
Blest  in  perpetual  Sabbath-day, 

Without  a  veil  between  ? 
Thy  Spirit,  O  my  Father,  give, 

To  be  my  guide  and  friend  ; 
To  light  my  path  to  ceaseless  joys, 

Where  Sabbaths  never  end." 

She  then  requested  her  mother  to  read  the  account 
of  the  Saviour's  crucifixion  contained  in  the  nine 
teenth  chapter  of  St.  John's  gospel.  When,  at  the 
conclusion  of  the  chapter,  Mrs.  Peters  paused  in 
reading,  Aiizonetta  exclaimed, 

"  See  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down ; 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet; 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 

"  It  was  not  with  the  shout  of  victory  the  blessed 
Redeemer  left  the  tabernacle  of  flesh,  but  with  sighs, 
and  groans,  and  bitter  anguish,  he  yielded  up  his 
spirit,  saying,  My  God,  my  God,  ivhy  hast  thou 
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forsaken  me?  while  the  redeemed  sinner,  who  is 
but  a  worm  of  the  dust,  trusting  in  the  efficacy  of 
that  bitter  death,  is  often  permitted  to  depart  with 
the  accents  of  joy  and  triumph  on  his  lips.  0  the 
sufferings  of  Christ  my  Saviour,  how  dreadful  they 
were.  Well  might  he  say,  '  My  soul  is  poured  out 
like  water,  and  all  my  bones  are  out  of  joint.  My 
heart  is  like  wax :  it  is  melted  in  the  midst  of  my 
bowels.  My  strength  is  dried  up  like  a  potsherd, 
and  rny  tongue  cleaveth  to  rny  jaws  ;  and  thou  hast 
brought  me  into  the  dust  of  death.  The  assembly 
of  the  wicked  have  enclosed  me  ;  they  pierced  my 
hands  and  my  feet.  I  may  tell  all  my  bones ;  they 
look  and  stare  upon  me.'  I  know  a  little  of  that 
feeling,  mother ;  for  when  I  am  moved  in  the  bed, 
rny  bones  feel  as  though  they  would  pierce  through 
the  skin.  But  can  I  presume  to  speak  of  my  suffer 
ings,  when  the  Saviour's  were  so  intense  and  pro 
tracted  for  my  salvation?  When  his  feverish  lips 
were  burning  with  thirst,  they  gave  him  vinegar 
mingled  with  gall  to  drink,  while  the  hand  of  ma 
ternal  kindness  administers  to  me  every  thing  calcu 
lated  to  soothe  and  allay  my  pains.  He  was  nailed 
to  a  cross,  while  I  lie  upon  a  bed  of  down.  Through 
the  agony  he  endured,  and  the  crown  of  thorns  that 
pierced  his  bleeding  temples,  '  his  visage  was  marred 
more  than  any  man's,  and  his  form  more  than  the 
sons  of  men.'  0  yes, 
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"  His  way  was  much  rougher 

And  darker  than  mine  ; 
Did  Jesus  thus  suffer, 
And  shall  I  repine  ?" 

OCTOBER  24. — To-day,  just  strength  sufficient  to 
hold  in  her  hands  "  CLARK  ON  THE  PROMISES,"  and 
retaining  just  sufficient  use  of  her  fingers  to  mark 
with  her  pencil  this  passage  :  "  For  which  cause  we 
faint  not ;  but  though  our  outward  man  perish,  yet 
the  inward  man  is  renewed  day  by  day."  And  truly 
no  passage  in  the  whole  word  of  God  was  more  ex 
actly  descriptive  of  her  state ;  for  though  her  body 
was  daily  sinking,  and  was  already  wasted  to  a  mere 
skeleton — though  her  mortal  frame  was  reduced  to 
a  state  that  was  painful  to  behold — yet  her  soul  each 
day  seemed  to  gather  fresh  vigor,  triumphing  over 
the  power  of  disease,  mounting  up  on  the  wings  of 
faith  to  behold  the  glories  of  the  upper  world,  and 
taking  in  large  draughts  of  heavenly  delight,  which 
she  viewed  as  blessed  foretastes  of  the  glory  that  was 
to  be  revealed.  During  all  her  sickness,  up  to  the 
last,  her  intellect  remained  clear  and  unclouded, 
without  the  slightest  wandering  of  mind.  In  her 
bosom  there  was,  almost  perpetually,  a  calm,  holy 
delight,  resulting  from  the  sacred  influences  which 
the  Holy  Spirit  shed  around  her.  Though  frequently 
she  had  ardent  longings  after  a  fuller  enjoyment  of 
the  divine  presence,  and  sought  earnestly  for  new 
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communications  of  heavenly  peace,  still  there  was 
nothing  like  impatience  or  agitation  connected  with 
these  exercises.  She  strictly  guarded  against  every 
thing  of  that  sort.  Perhaps  few  ever  exhibited  a 
more  happy  exemplification  of  entire  resignation  to 
the  divine  will,  and  of  cheerful  acquiescence  in  the 
divine  dispensations,  than  she  did.  This  very  mom- 
ing,  she  remarked  to  her  mother, 

"  I  find  these  words  convey  to  me  a  suitable  lesson 
of  instruction  :  '  Ye  have  need  of  patience,  that  after 
ye  have  done  the  will  of  God,  ye  might  receive  the 
promise.  For  yet  a  little  while,  and  he  that  shall 
come  will  come,  and  will  not  tarry.' 

11  Soon  will  the  Lord;  my  life,  appear ; 
Soon  shall  I  end  my  trials  here  ; 
Leave  sin  and  sorrow,  death  and  pain : 
To  live  is  Christ,  to  die  is  gain. 

Soon  will  the  saints  in  glory  meet, 
Soon  walk  through  every  golden  street, 
And  sing,  on  every  blissful  plain, 
'  To  live  is  Christ,  to  die  is  gain.' >; 

OCTOBER  25. — Exceedingly  low  this  morning. 
When  raised  up  from  her  bed,  she  remarked,  "  God 
is  of  tender  compassion,  and  very  pitiful."  Being 
placed  on  a  cot  which  stood  by  the  side  of  her  bed, 
to  enable  her  to  change  her  position,  with  lifted  eyes, 
and  emotions  of  deep  gratitude  depicted  on  her  coun 
tenance,  she  exclaimed, 
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"  0  this  bed  of  down ;  why  docs  God  thus  take 
care  of  me  ?  How  many  there  are,  more  deserving 
perhaps  than  I  am,  who  have  nothing  but  a  bundle 
of  rags,  or  a  pallet  of  straw." 

After  lying,  for  a  long  time,  in  a  state  which 
seemed  as  though  all  the  vital  powers  were  pros 
trate,  she  feebly  said, 

"  Mother,  you  cannot  conceive  how  very  weak  1 
am  in  body  ;  but  God  graciously  refreshes  my  soul 
with  his  precious  promises.  These  words  have  been 
a  comfort  to  me  this  morning  :  '  If  we  be  dead  with 
Christ,  we  believe  that  we  shall  also  live  with  him. 
When  Christ,  who  is  our  life,  shall  appear,  then 
shall  ye  also  appear  with  him  in  glory.'  " 

She  then  asked  for  her  PRAYER-BOOK,  and  for 
"  CLARK  ON  THE  PROMISES,"  and  read  several  passa 
ges  very  distinctly.  The  nurse,  who  was  attending 
upon  her  at  the  time,  expressed  astonishment  that 
she  could  read  in  this  weak  state.  Anzonetta 
replied, 

"Mary,  you  don't  know  what  strength  and  what 
rich  consolation  God  gives  me  in  reading  these 
books.  They  furnish  me  with  much  spiritual  food." 

Then  looking  towards  her  mother,  she  said,  "Do, 
dear  mother,  tell  every  body  to  read  and  study  the 
promises  of  God.  Will  you  again  read  me  some 
thing  from  the  sacred  volume  in  relation  to  the  cru 
cifixion  of  my  Saviour.  I  want  that  scene  deeply 
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graven  on  my  heart."     When  Mrs.  Peters  had  fin 
ished  reading,  Anzonctta  immediately  said, 

"  Behold  the  Saviour  of  mankind 
Nailed  to  the  shameful  tree  ; 
How  vast  the  love  that  him  inclined 
To  bleed  and  die  for  me  ! 

Hark,  how  he  groans  !  while  nature  shakes 
And  earth's  strong  pillars  bend  ; 

The  temple's  veil  in  sunder  breaks, 
The  solid  marbles  rend. 

'Tis  done  !  the  precious  ransom's  paid  ; 

Receive  my  soul,  he  cries  : 
See  where  he  bows  his  sacred  head — 

He  bows  his  head  and  dies  !" 

OCTOBER  26. — The  greater  part  of  this  day  she 
lay  in  a  state  of  extreme  debility,  occasionally  re 
viving  a  little  ;  and  as  often  as  she  did,  employing 
all  her  strength  to  speak  forth  the  praises  of  God. 
During  the  day,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Lyell  called  to  pay  her 
a  pastoral  visit.  He  was  obliged  to  wait  some  time 
before  he  could  be  admitted  into  the  room,  her  ex 
haustion  and  debility  were  so  great.  Veiy  soon 
after  he  entered  her  chamber,  she  begged  him  to 
pray  for  her;  and  to  pray  that  she  might  be  sus 
tained  in  her  last  conflict,  and  comforted  with  a 
sense  of  God's  presence  ;  "  For  at  times,"  said  she, 
"  I  feel  rising  within  me  momentary  doubts  how  all 
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this  will  end,  whether  my  faith  will  continue  to  the 
last." 

He  replied,  "It  is  not  surprising  that  you  should 
have  doubts  occasionally  crossing  your  mind.  The 
great  matter  of  surprise  is,  that  you  have  so  few. 
'This  is  the  Lord's  doing,  and  it  is  marvellous  in  our 
eyes.'  You  are  nothing  in  yourself.  All  your  strength, 
and  hope,  and  comfort  come  from  God.  If  he  hold 
you  up,  you  will  be  safe." 

She  immediately  seized  upon  the  expression,  "  Hold 
thou  me  up,  O  Lord,  and  I  sJiatt  be  safe.  I  know 
that  I  am  nothing  in  myself ;  but  God  is  the  strength 
of  my  heart,  and  my  portion  for  ever.  To  him  I 
desire  to  ascribe  all  the  glory  of  my  salvation.  Yes, 
He  will  be  with  me  through  my  journey." 

After  Dr.  Lyell  had  left,  she  desired  her  mother 
to  repeat  the  following  stanzas : 

"  And  0,  when  I  have  safely  passed 
Through  every  conflict  but  the  last, 
Still,  still  unchanging,  watch  beside 
My  bed  of  death  ;  for  Thou  hast  died. 
Then  point  to  realms  of  endless  day, 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away. 
***** 

And  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun — 
My  conflicts  o;er,  my  labors  done — 
Jesus,  thy  heavenly  radiance  shed; 
To  cheer  and  bless  my  dying  bed ; 
And  from  death's  gloom  my  spirit  raise, 
To  see  thy  face,  and  sing  thy  praise." 
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After  she  had  lain  a  long  time  in  a  state  of  great 
exhaustion,  she  at  length,  in  reviving  a  little,  re 
marked  to  her  mother, 

"  I  have  just  been  thinking  of  that  little  Testa 
ment  that  you  gave  me  when  I  was  a  child.  I  prized 
it  very  highly  as  the  word  of  God,  and  as  a  gift  from 
you.  I  wish  you  to  write  in  it  these  words,  and  send  it 
to  rny  brother  :  '  Therefore  shall  ye  lay  up  these  my 
words  in  your  heart  and  in  your  soul,  and  bind  them 
for  a  sign  upon  your  hand,  that  they  may  be  as  front 
lets  between  your  eyes.'  Deut.  11  :  18.  'This 
book  of  the  law  shall  not  depart  out  of  thy  mouth ; 
but  thou  shalt  meditate  therein  day  and  night,  that 
thou  mayest  observe  to  do  according  to  all  that  is 
written  therein  ;  for  then  thou  shalt  make  thy  way 
prosperous,  and  then  thou  shalt  have  good  success.' 
Josh.  1  :  8." 

Anzonetta  having  read  from  her  Bible  during  the 
course  of  the  day  this  passage,  "  Thou  shalt  surely 
give  him,"  thy  poor  brother,  "and  thy  heart  shall  not 
be  grieved  when  thou  givest  unto  him ;  because  that 
for  this  thing  the  Lord  thy  God  shall  bless  thee  in 
all  thy  works,  and  in  all  that  thou  puttest  thy  hand 
unto,"  exclaimed, 

"  Dear  mother,  do  not  forget  to  send  my  gold  chain 
to  the  Education  Society.  I  wish  to  help,  in  some 
little  degree,  the  poor  whom  God  has  called  t& 
preach  his  word,  that  they  may  be  prepared  foi 
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the  work.  I  have  but  a  mite  to  throw  into  this 
sacred  treasury,  but  I  trust  my  Saviour  will  not  de 
spise  it." 

She  was  becoming  exhausted  by  her  efforts  to  con 
verse,  when  her  mother  begged  her  to  desist.  She 
replied, 

"  Yes,  I  am  completely  exhausted  already  ;  do  read 
for  me  Henry's  petitions  for  dying  grace." 

Her  mother  having  complied  with  her  request, 
she  then  said, 

"  Now,  dear  mother,  turn  me  on  the  other  side 
and  kiss  me,  for  I  can  no  longer  embrace  you,  as  1 
used  to  do  ;  but  my  love  for  you,  dear  mother,  in  no 
respect  abates,  and  I  trust  my  love  for  the  Saviour 
increases." 

During  the  night  she  was  so  very  low  that  her 
mother  thought  she  could  not  possibly  survive  till 
morning. 

SUNDAY,  October  27. — The  state  of  her  health  very 
much  as  yesterday.  She  could  only  now  and  then 
utter  a  few  words  ;  but  those  few  words  showed  that 
her  thoughts  were  in  heaven.  The  text  which 
formed  the  subject  of  her  meditation  was,  "  I  will 
come  again  and  receive  you  unto  myself;  that  where 
I  am,  there  ye  may  be  also."  At  one  time,  during 
the  day,  she  was  enabled  to  repeat,  in  an  indistinct 
and  broken  way,  tho  following  lines  : 
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e;  Increase,  0  Lord,  my  faith  and  hope, 

And  fit  me  to  ascend 
Where  the  assembly  ne'er  breaks  up, 

And  Sabbaths  never  end  ; 
Where  I  shall  breathe  in  heavenly  air, 

With  heavenly  lustre  shine, 
Before  the  throne  of  God  appear, 

And  feast  on  love  divine. 
There  shall  I  sing  and  never  tire, 

But  sound  immortal  lays, 
And  with  the  bright  seraphic  choir, 

Shout  my  Immanuel's  praise." 
At  a  subsequent  part  of  the  day,  she  attempted  to 
read  a  few  sentences  in  "  CLARK  ON  THE  PROMISES." 
She  read  this  passage  aloud  :  "  An  entrance  shall  be 
ministered  unto  you  abundantly  into  the  everlasting 
kingdom  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ;"  and 
added,  "  Yes,  the  Lord  will  open  a  way  for  me  into 
his  everlasting  kingdom." 

The  effort  of  speaking  was  too  much  for  her  feeble 
frame,  and  she  was  obliged  to  remain  silent.  Several 
hours  after  this  she  asked  her  mother  to  repeat  the 
hymn  "  GETIISEMANE."  This  hymn  she  herself  oft 
repeated,  and  seemed  to  derive  great  comfort  from  it 
"  Many  woes  had  Christ  endured, 

Many  sore  temptations  met, 
Patient,  and  to  pains  inured  ; 

But  the  sorest  trial  yet 
Was  to  be  sustain'd  in  thee, 
Gloomy,  sad  Gcthscmanc  I 

Mem.  Petcri. 
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Came  at  length  the  dreadful  night ; 

Vengeance,  with  its  iron  rod, 
Stood,  and  with  collected  might 

Bruised  the  harmless  Lamb  of  God. 
See,  my  soul,  the  Saviour  see. 
Grovelling  in  Gethsemane  ! 

There  my  God  bore  all  my  guilt ; 

This,  through  grace,  can  be  believed, 
But  the  torments  which  he  felt 

Are  too  vast  to  be  conceived. 
None  can  penetrate  through  thee, 
Doleful,  dark  Gethsemane  ! 

All  my  sins  against  my  God, 
All  my  sins  against  his  laws, 

All  my  sins  against  his  blood, 
All  my  sins  against  his  cause, 

Sins  as  boundless  as  the  sea — 

Hide  me;  O  Gethsemane  ! 

Here's  my  claim,  and  here  alone ; 

None  a  Saviour  more  can  need  ; 
Deeds  of  righteousness  I've  none, 

Not  a  work  that  I  can  plead ; 
Not  a  glimpse  of  hope  for  me, 
Only  in  Gethsemane  /" 

When  her  mother  had  finished  repeating  this 
hymn,  Anzonetta  exclaimed, 

"  0,  the  sufferings  of  the  Saviour.  I  want  the 
remembrance  of  them  engraven  upon  my  heart,  that 
I  may  always  be  humble,  and  always  hate  sin.  And 
0  that  the  news  of  this  blessed  salvation,  wrought 
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out  by  these  bitter  sufferings  of  Christ,  might  be 
conveyed  to  the  remotest  corners  of  the  earth,  that 
every  creature  might  hear  the  sound  thereof  and  live. 
This  will  finally  be  the  case  ;  all  nations  will  hear 
the  Gospel,  and  turn  to  the  Lord.  '  The  wilderness 
and  solitary  place  shall  be  glad  for  them,  and  the 
desert  shall  rejoice  and  blossom  as  the  rose.  It  shall 
blossom  abundantly,  and  rejoice  even  with  great  joy 
and  singing.  .  .  .  They  shall  see  the  glory  of  the 
Lord,  and  the  excellency  of  our  God.'  " 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

LIGHT    IN    THE    DARK    VALLEY. 

OCTOBEK.  28. — This  morning  Anzonetta  appeared 
stronger  than  she  had  been  for  several  weeks.  Her 
countenance  looked  so  bright  as  to  suggest  a  hope 
that  she  might  recover.  She  spoke  frequently  of  the 
abounding  love  of  God,  repeated  several  hymns,  and 
read  several  passages  from  the  Bible.  Upon  closing 
the  sacred  volume,  while  her  eye  was  raised  toAvards 
heaven,  in  sweet  and  musical  tones  of  voice,  she 
repeated  the  following  stanzas  : 

"  Thou  lovely  Source  of  true  delight, 

Whom  I,  unseen,  adore, 
Unveil  thy  beauties  to  my  sight; 
That  I  may  love  thec  more. 

Thy  glory  o'er  creation  shines, 

But  in  thy  sacred  word 
I  read,  in  fairer,  brighter  lines, 

My  bleeding,  dying  Lord. 

'Tis  here,  whene'er  my  comforts  droop, 

And  sin  and  sorrow  rise, 
Thy  love  with  cheering  beams  of  hope 

My  fainting  heart  supplies. 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  life,  my  light, 

0  come  with  blissful  ray, 
Break  radiant  through  the  shades  of  night, 

And  chase  my  fears  away. 
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Then  shall  my  soul  with  rapture  trace 

The  wonders  of  thy  love  ; 
But  the  full  glories  of  thy  face 

Are  only  known  above." 

About  twelve  o'clock  her  strength  declined,  and 
she  continued  in  an  exhausted  state  through  the 
remainder  of  the  day.  In  the  evening  she  remained 
perfectly  quiet  for  some  time ;  and  her  mother  caused 
perfect  silence  to  be  maintained,  almost  suppressing 
her  breath  lest  Anzonetta's  repose  should  be  dis 
turbed.  Supposing  at  this  time  that  she  was  sleep 
ing,  with  the  suddenness  of  an  electric  shock,  her 
voice  broke  upon  the  ear  in  most  exalted  strains  of 
prayer  and  praise,  adoring  Jehovah  as  a  prayer- 
hearing  God,  whose  mercies  were  infinite ;  and  plead 
ing  with  him  to  pour  out,  of  the  fulness  of  his  grace, 
a  divine  unction  upon  all  those  who  ministered  in 
holy  things,  that  they  might  be  successful  in  win 
ning  souls  to  Christ ;  that  amid  the  converted  throngs 
thus  brought  home  by  the  power  of  the  Gospel,  he 
might  see  of  the  travail  of  his  soul,  and  be  sat 
isfied. 

In  the  midst  of  the  night,  when  her  mother 
reclined  for  a  little  while  on  the  side  of  her  bed,  she 
said, 

"  Dear  mother,  how  delightful  it  is  to  view  the 
Saviour  in  the  office  of  an  intercessor,  as  one  at  God's 
right  hand  who  ever  liveth  to  make  intercession  for 
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us ;  who  will  never  neglect,  betray,  nor  forget  our 
interests." 

OCTOBER  29. — This  morning,  when  asked  how  she 
was,  she  replied, 

"  In.  body,  full  of  pain  ;  but  in  mind,  full  of  hap 
piness  and  heaven.  0,  the  boundless  love  of  God. 
Volumes  could  not  express  what  I  feel  of  his  love. 
This  passage  has  brought  me  great  delight :  '  I  ap 
point  unto  you  a  kingdom,  as  my  father  hath  ap 
pointed  unto  me,  that  ye  may  eat  and  drink  at  my 
table  in  my  kingdom,  and  sit  on  thrones,  judging  the 
twelve  tribes  of  Israel.'  I  look  forward  with  longing 
to  that  hour,  when  I  shall  be  permitted  to  sit  down 
at  my  Father's  table,  and  feast  upon  celestial  viands 
There, 

"Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown. 
On  immortal  fruits  they  feed: 
Them  the  Lamb,  amid  the  throne, 
Shall  to  living  fountains  lead." 

At  another  part  of  the  day,  she  remarked  to  her 
mother, 

"  This  morning  I  felt  the  want  of  food,  but  I  knew 
if  I  took  the  least  particle,  it  would  produce  distress 
and  exhaustion.  For  a  few  moments  I  felt  sad  ;  but 
then  this  passage  was  brought  powerfully  to  my 
mind,  and  it  was  to  me  like  a  refreshing  draught : 
'  Whosoever  drinketh  of  this  water  shall  thirst  again  ; 
but  whosoevor  drinketh  of  the  water  that  I  shall  give 
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him,  shall  never  thirst ;  but  the  water  that  I  shall  give 
him,  shall  be  in  him  a  well  of  water  springing  up 
into  everlasting  life.'  The  nutriment  that  supports 
this  body  can  sustain  it  but  a  very  short  time,  but 
the  waters  of  salvation  impart  immortal  vigor  ;  they 
refresh  the  weary  soul,  and  nourish  it  unto  everlast 
ing  life.  I  desire  to  converse  with  all  my  acquaint 
ance,  and  tell  them  what  God  has  done  for  my  soul ; 
but  my  strength  is  not  adequate  to  it.  I  am  all 
weakness  and  pain.  The  least  effort  exhausts  me  ; 
but  it  will  soon  be  over.  And  then  there  is 

u  Rest,  enduring  rest,  in  heaven." 
She  saw  her  mother  having  a  pear  in  her  hand, 
and  remarked,  her  countenance  brightening  as  she 
spoke, 

"  Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground, 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

"  Do  not  imagine  that  I  am  disquieted  in  the  least 
that  I  cannot  partake  of  the  fruit  you  hold  in  your 
hand;  I  am  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  food  my 
heavenly  Father  permits  me  to  take.  "While  I  am 
fed  with  fruit  from  the  tree  of  life,  I  shall  not  com 
plain." 

Usually  she  could  not  bear  any  conversation,  nor 
listen  to  reading,  from  an  early  hour  in  the  evening 
until  the  next  morning.  But  this  evening  she  re 
quested  her  mother  to  read  to  her  ;  she  selected  a 
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hymn,  and  was  proceeding  to  read  it,  when  Anzo- 
netta  stopped  her,  and  said, 

"No,  mother,  not  a  hymn,  but  the  word  of  God." 

She  then  took  the  Bible,  and  read  for  her  the  one 
hundred  and  forty-fifth  psalm.  Anzonetta  remarked, 

"  This  verse  is  particularly  applicable  to  me :  '  The 
eyes  of  all  wait  upon  thee,  and  thou  givest  them  their 
meat  in  due  season.'  It  reminds  me  of  another  psalm 
still  more  applicable  to  me :  '  The  Lord  is  rny  shep 
herd  :  I  shall  not  want.  He  maketh  me  to  lie  down 
in  green  pastures  :  he  leadeth  me  beside  the  still 
waters.  He  restoreth  my  soul :  he  leadeth  me  in 
the  paths  of  righteousness  for  his  name's  sake.  Yea, 
though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
death,  I  will  fear  no  evil,  for  thou  art  with  me  ;  thy 
rod  and  thy  staff  they  comfort  me.  Thou  anointest 
my  head  with  oil,  my  cup  runneth  over.  Surely 
goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of 
my  life ;  and  I  will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord 
for  ever.'  " 

OCTOBER  30. — Very  low  and  feeble  this  morning. 
Her  language  was, 

"  The  hand  of  the  Lord  sustaineth  me  ;  were  it 
not  for  his  infinite  grace,  I  could  not  bear  up  under 
what  I  suffer.  I  have  some  sore  conflicts  and  trials, 
but  well  am  I  persuaded  that  my  heavenly  Father 
will  not  inflict  upon  me  one  stripe  more  than  I  need. 
He  will  with  every  temptation  make  a  way  of  escape. 
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And  since  I  have  a  great  High-priest  in  tlie  heavens, 
who  is  touched  with  the  feeling  of  my  infirmities,  I 
can  '  come  boldly  unto  a  throne  of  grace,  that  I  may 
obtain  mercy,  and  find  grace  to  help  in  time  of  need.' 
I  am  ashamed  of  myself  every  time  I  speak  of  my 
sufferings.  The  blessed  Saviour  suffered.  I  have 
not  drank  of  the  cup  of  which  he  drank,  nor  been 
baptized  with  the  baptism  with  which  he  was  bap 
tized.  '  These  light  afflictions,  which  are  but  for  a 
moment,  will  work  out  a  far  more  exceeding  and 
eternal  weight  of  glory  ;  the  sufferings  of  this  present 
time  are  not  to  be  compared  with  the  glory  which 
shall  be  revealed.'  " 

After  resting  a  while,  she  asked  for  "  CLARK  ON 
THE  PROMISES."  She  occupied  herself  with  it  for 
some  fifteen  minutes,  and  then  observed  to  her 
mother, 

"  The  promises  of  God  are  still  very  sweet  and 
precious  to  me,  and  I  have  been  trying  to  refresh  my 
memory  with  some  of  them." 

She  then  repeated,  with  great  feeling,  this  passage : 
"  There  shall  be  no  night,  and  they  need  no  candle, 
neither  the  light  of  the  sun ;  for  the  Lord  giveth 
them  light,  and  they  shall  reign  for  ever  and  ever." 

Being  quite  exhausted,  she  requested  her  mother 
to  read  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  chapters  of  St. 
John,  during  the  reading  of  which  she  several  times 
exclaimed,  "  How  great  is  the  love  of  God  !"  Sh'% 
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afterwards  attempted  to   read  in  her  Prayer-look, 
and  then  after  a  short  time  closed  it,  and  said, 

"  These  words  made  a  very  deep  impression  on  my 
mind  when  my  heart  was  first  drawn  to  God,  and 
they  have  ever  appeared  very  dear  to  me  since. 

"  Thy  pardoning  love;  so  free,  so  sweet, 

Dear  Saviour,  I  adore  j 
0  keep  me  at  thy  sacred  feet, 
And  let  me  rove  no  more." 

Three  young  cousins,  who  lived  at  a  distance,  and 
whom  she  had  not  seen  for  more  than  a  year,  called 
this  day.  She  spoke  to  the  eldest,  who  was  about 
nine  years  old,  in  the  following  manner, 

"  Eliza,  do  you  remember  I  was  sick  at  your  house 
the  summer  before  last  ?" 

The  child  replied  that  she  did. 

"Well,  my  dear,"  continued  she,  "I  have  been 
eick  ever  since — not  well  one  day.  I  never  expect 
to  get  well.  I  think  I  have  but  a  very  short  time  to 
live.  Each  day  I  feel  as  if  it  would  be  my  last.  My 
body  will  soon  die  ;  but  nay  soul,  that  immortal  part 
that  cannot  cease  to  be,  what  do  you  think,  dear 
Eliza,  will  become  of  that?" 

The  child  made  no  reply,  and  she  thus  proceeded : 

"  It  will  be  but  a  very  short  time  that  I  shall  see 
you  here,  but  I  love  you  all  very  dearly,  and  ear 
nestly  desire  to  see  you  in  that  happy  place  where 
God  dwells,  and  whither  I  trust  I  am  going.  Bo, 
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dear  cousins,  read  your  Bibles,  and  daily  pray  to  God 
to  give  you  grace  to  understand  what  you  read.  Thus 
you  will  be  made  to  see  how  sinful  you  are  ;  how  the 
blessed  Saviour  loves  you  ;  how  he  died  for  you,  shed 
ding  his  precious  blood  that  you  might  live  ;  and 
how  you  can  be  sanctified  by  the  Holy  Spirit,  and 
prepared  to  dwell  with  God.  Have  you  not  already 
heard  how  the  Saviour  loves  little  children  ;  how, 
when  he  was  here  on  the  earth,  he  took  them  up  in 
his  arms  and  blessed  them,  and  said,  '  Suffer  little 
children  to  come  unto  me,  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom 
of  heaven.'  I  want  to  have  you  love  this  Saviour, 
and  forthwith  give  him  your  hearts  ;  for  if  you  do, 
then  I  shall  meet  you  in  heaven.  It  is  this  which 
makes  me  happy  and  willing  to  die — the  Bible  has 
taught  me  to  love  the  Saviour." 

She  was  becoming  exhausted,  and  her  mother 
thought  it  prudent  to  request  the  children  to  retire. 
As  they  slowly  moved  out  of  the  room,  she  looked 
after  them  with  deep  interest,  and  said, 

"  Dear  children,  how  I  love  them.  I  cannot  speak 
to  them  as  I  would.  But  the  Lord  gives  me  a  heart 
to  pray  for  them." 

OCTOBER  31. — To-day  she  dictated  a  message, 
addressed  to  the  members  of  the  Bible-class  of  Grace 
church,  Providence,  R.  I.,  under  the  care  of  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Clark,  her  former  pastor.  She  was  extremely 
weak,  and  this  message  was  dictated  between  inter- 
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vals  of  deathlike  exhaustion.  Her  flesh  had  the  pur 
ple  hue  of  death,  and  it  was  impossible  to  communi 
cate  any  warmth  to  her  system.  What  little  nutri 
ment  she  took  produced  great  oppression,  and  almost 
a  total  prostration  of  the  vital  powers ;  and  yet,  as 
she  revived  from  this  state,  she  remarked, 

"  My  soul  is  filled  with  a  rapture  of  love  to  God, 
and  I  feel  constrained  to  do  something  to  lead  others 
to  love  him." 

Of  the  motives  which  moved  her  to  make  this 
communication,  Mrs.  Peters  thus  writes  :  "  At  this 
time,  when  the  glories  of  the  unseen  world  were 
nearly  unveiled  before  her,  the  nothingness  of  earth 
fading  from  her. view,  and  the  love  of  God  and  the 
value  of  the  undying  soul  filling  her  whole  heart  and 
mind,  and  causing  her  to  desire  that  multitudes  might 
possess  the  same  sweet  peace  and  holy  joy  at  the 
prospect  of  being  soon  ushered  into  the  immediate 
presence  of  God,  which  pervaded  her  own  breast , 
feeling  that  the  forms  and  ceremonies  of  the  world 
were  not  to  prevent  her,  who  had  almost  passed  the 
boundaries  of  time,  from  urging  upon  others  the  duty 
of  serving  the  Lord,  or  from  telling  the  support  of 
divine  grace,  which  she  felt  upon  a  bed  of  sickness 
and  death ;  it  was  at  this  time  that  Anzonetta's 
affection  for  her  former  pastor,  and  the  deep  interest 
which  she  felt  in  all  that  related  to  him,  led  her  to 
request  me  to  pen  a  message  to  the  Bible-class  of 
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Grace  clnirch,  Providence,  of  which  lie  was  tlicu 
rector.  The  message  "was  dictated  in  great  bodily 
weakness,  interrupted  by  frequent  exhaustions,  yet 
with  a  fervor  and  earnestness  that  were  truly  aston 
ishing.  Her  fervor  of  devotion  I  could  not  follow. 
On  reading  to  her  what  I  had  penned,  she  expressed 
her  disappointment,  exclaiming, 

"  '  0,  mother,  it  is  not  expressive  enough  of  the 
love  of  God.  It  does  not  say  enough  of  the  merits 
of  the  Saviour.' 

"  I  felt  humble  and  sorrowful  that  I  could  not  lay 
hold  of,  and  communicate  her  thoughts.  But  I  felt 
that  she  had  got  a  view  of  the  glories  that  are  to  be 
revealed — a  glimpse  into  the  unseen  world  :  thither 
I  could  not  follow  her,  and  she  was  too  weak  to  make 
herself  intelligible  to  me.  In  recommending  to  the 
members  of  the  Bible-class  not  to  despise  the  preach 
ing  of  the  cross,  she  looked  up  to  me  with  much  of 
feeling  and  commiseration  depicted  on  her  counte 
nance,  and  said, 

•' '  Mother,  you  know  some  thought  that  Mr.  Clark 
dwelt  too  much  upon  the  cross — too  much  upon 
Christ  crucified ;  but  it  is  the  cross  of  Christ  alone 
that  can  humble  the  proud  heart  of  man.  0,  the 
sweetest  consolations  and  the  strongest  hopes  upon 
the  bed  of  death  flow  from  the  cross.' 

"Then,  with  clasped  hands,  her  countenance  lit 
up  with  holy  rapture  and  devotion,  she  exclaimed, 
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"  i  From  the  cross  uplifted  high, 
Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die. 
What  melodious  sounds  I  hear.'  " 

It  may  not  be  amiss  to  introduce  this  dying  meg- 
sage  with  the  following  paragraph,  which  formed  a 
preface  to  the  message  itself,  at  the  time  it  was  first 
received : 

"  This  message  comes  from  one  who  is  wasted  to 
the  extreme  of  emaciation.  "When  she  is  turned  in 
the  bed,  her  bones  feel  like  a  knife  piercing  the  skin ; 
yet  her  language  is, 

"'Let  me  not  speak  of  my  sufferings.  When  I 
think  of  those  of  my  Saviour,  they  sink  into  nothing. 
My  heavenly  Father  will  not  inflict  one  pang  more 
than  is  necessary.  The  promises  so  sweetly  sustain 
me,  and  the  love  of  God  is  so  shed  abroad  in  my 
heart,  that  it  is  easy  to  bear  these  light  afflictions, 
which  shall  work  out  a  far  more  exceeding  and  eter 
nal  weight  of  glory.' 

"  Between  the  intervals  of  dictating  these  lines, 
she  has  lain  in  such  cold  exhaustion  that  each  breath 
has  appeared  as  if  it  would  be  her  last.  But,  on 
reviving,  she  says,  '  My  soul  is  in  such  a  rapture  of 
love  to  God,  that  I  feel  as  if  I  must  do  something  to 
bring  others  to  know  and  love  him  too.'  Anzorietta 
adds,  '  Give  my  love  to  my  minister;  tell  him  his 
ministrations  wrere  blessed  to  my  soul ;  that  I  love 
him  as  my  spiritual  father,  and  that  my  prayers  aro 
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offered  that  he  may  be  blessed   and  a  blessing  to 
many.'  " 

The  message  itself  is  in  these  words  : 
"  Make  the  Bible  the  study  of  your  lives ;  read  it 
with  humble,  fervent  prayer  for  wisdom  to  understand 
its  sacred  truths,  and  grace  to  receive  its  precious 
promises.  Be  not  discouraged  if  darkness  or  dulness 
cloud  the  mind  ;  if  you  are  in  earnest  to  secure  the 
salvation  of  your  souls,  the  Spirit  of  God  can  and  will 
remove  all  difficulties.  Lay  up  large  portions  of  it 
in  your  memories  while  in  health,  for  the  Biblo 
abounds  in  the  richest  consolations,  which  the  sick- 
led — the  death-led  alone  can  enable  us  to  appre 
ciate.  Volumes  cannot  express  the  exceeding  great 
richness  of  its  consolations  to  me.  It  has  been  my 
meat  and  drink.  You  may  not  now  feel  the  value 
of  them,  but  they  will  be  revived  to  the  recollection, 
and  blessed  to  the  soul,  when  all  other  supports  fail. 
The  promises  are  as  marrow  and  fatness  to  me. 
When  disease  wastes  this  tabernacle,  and  lays  its  re 
maining  strength  prostrate,  so  that  I  have  not  power 
to  move  for  hours,  promise  after  promise  of  the  love 
of  God  rises  to  my  mind,  and  sustains  my  soul.  0 
that  I  could  tell  you  of  the  value  of  the  Bible.  It  is 
my  manna,  my  more  than  angels'  food,  for  it  tells  me 
of  redeeming  love  ;  it  tells  me,  that  '  the  blood  of 
Jesus  Christ  cleanseth  us  from  all  sin,'  and  that 
'God  is  in  Christ  reconciling  the  world  unto  himself.' 
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It  tells  me  that  '  eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard, 
neither  have  entered  into  the  heart  of  man  the  things 
that  God  hath  prepared  for  them  that  love  him.'  0, 
it  fills  my  soul  with  joy  and  gladness  at  the  glorious 
prospect  beyond  the  grave. 

"Read  a  Bible  with  references.  The  Polyglott 
Bible  has  been  a  treasure  to  me  ;  one  text  so  beauti 
fully  illustrates  and  explains  another.  And  let  me 
recommend  to  you  the  perusal  of  a  little  book  called 
'  Advice  to  a  Young  Christian.'  That  book  has,  with 
the  blessing  of  God,  taught  me  to  read  my  Bible  with 
advantage.  It  impressed  upon  my  mind  the  duty  of 
persevering  to  read  my  Bible  in  difficulties  and  dis 
couragements. 

"  Be  regular  in  attending  the  Bible-class.  Let  not 
trifles  prevent  you,  nor  even  lateness'  keep  you  from 
its  precious  instructions  ;  even  though  the  bell  may 
have  given  the  last  toll,  go  :  you  may  hear  that 
which  will  be  the  savor  of  life  unto  your  souls.  Not 
that  I  would  encourage  late  attendance  ;  but  if  your 
detention  is  unavoidable,  go  late,  rather  than  not  at 
all.  But  before  you  go,  enter  into  your  closet,  and 
wrestle  with  God,  that  the  Holy  Spirit  may  seal  in 
struction  upon  your  hearts,  that  you  may  hear  as  for 
your  life,  and  that  the  word  may  be  as  light  and  life 
to  your  souls.  And  when  you  return,  fail  not  to 
retire  and  pray  for  a  blessing  to  attend  what  you  have 
heard.  Our  God  is  a  prayer-hearing  and  a  prayer- 


ANZONETTA  R.   PETERS.  193 

answering  God.  He  lias  not  said,  '  Seek  ye  me  in 
vain.'  You  will  find  the  advantage  of  having  the 
mind  prepared,  by  prayer.  I  have  found  it  so.  0, 
when  I  have  heard  that  bell,  I  have  felt  as  if  I  could 
take  wings,  to  obey  its  blessed  call.  And  when  its 
last  note  has  fallen  upon  my  ear,  my  heart  has  been 
ready  to  burst  at  the  thought  that  I  should  be  absent 
from  that  little  band.  Often,  when  circumstances 
appeared  against  my  going,  even  at  the  last  minute, 
my  heart  has  been  lifted  up  in  prayer  to  God,  and 
then  some  one  has  been  provided  to  accompany  me. 
'  Trust  in  the  Lord,  yea,  I  say,  trust  in  the  Lord ;'  it 
was  his  overruling  providence.  I  have  not  to  con 
demn  myself  for  wilful  absence  or  indifference.  It 
was  no  burden  to  me  to  listen  to  the  word  of  life  : 
0  no  ;  I  went  with  increasing  delight ;  I  felt  that 
the  sacred  Bible-class  room  was  my  home;  I  felt 
that  there  I  was  to  \nfedfor  heaven.  And  truly  I 
was  fed.  My  soul  now  feeds  upon  what  it  then 
received.  And  so,  my  dear  young  friends,  it  may  be 
with  you.  0,  that  Bible-class.  I  shall  bless  God, 
through  the  countless  ages  of  eternity,  for  the  instruc 
tions  of  that  Bible-class.  I  speak  not  thus  of  myself, 
to  seek  my  own  honor,  but  the  glory  of  Him  who 
hath  redeemed  me  unto  God  by  his  blood.  The 
praise  and  glory  is  God's  ;  to  him  be  ascribed  all  the 
honor.  0,  that  it  might  redound  to  his  glory,  in 
bringing  one  of  the  members  of  Grace  church  Bible- 
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class  to  lay  hold  of  the  hope  set  before  us.  Despise 
not  the  preaching  of  the  cross  :  it  may  be  foolishness 
to  the  giddy  and  the  thoughtless ;  but  on  the  bed  of 
death,  it  will  be  found  '  the  power  of  God,  and  the 
wisdom  of  God.'  How  can  the  sinner  be  just  before 
God,  but  through  the  atoning  blood  of  the  Lamb  ? 
The  sweetest  consolations  and  the  strongest  hopes 
upon  the  bed  of  death  flow  from  the  cross.  '  God 
forbid  that  I  should  glory,  save  in  the  cross  of  Christ.' 

"  From  the  cross  uplifted  high, 
Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die, 
What  melodious  sounds  I  hear, 
Bursting  on  the  ravished  ear ; 
.Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Come,  and  welcome,  sinnerSj  come. 

"  And  0,  let  one  who  expects  shortly  to  appear 
before  God,  and  hopes  to  appear  washed  in  the  blood 
and  clothed  in  the  righteousness  of  Christ,  let  such 
an  one  plead  with  you,  that  ye  let  not  that  precious 
blood  have  been  shed  in  vain  for  you.  '  Ye  have  not 
been  redeemed  with  corruptible  things,  as  silver  and 
gold,  but  with  the  precious  blood  of  Christ,  as  of  a 
Lamb  without  blemish  and  without  spot.'  The 
desire  of  my  heart,  and  prayer  to  God  is,  that  ye  may 
feel  the  value  of  that  blood  ;  that  ye  may  be  washed 
in  it  from  all  stain  of  sin,  and  be  presented  before 
God  the  Father  without  spot  or  wrinkle,  that  so  the 
Saviour  may  see  of  the  travail  of  his  soul,  and  be  sat 
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isfied  in  your  salvation.  0,  the  precious  blood  arid 
bitter  sufferings  of  my  Saviour.  I  cannot  speak 
enough  of  them.  The  bitter  anguish  he  endured  for 
my  salvation.  Let  these  be  deeply  engraven  upon 
your  hearts,  and  let  this  abounding  love  of  God  to 
wards  you,  manifested  by  the  death  of  his  Son  for 
your  redemption,  lead  you  to  dedicate  yourselves 
wholly  to  his  service.  I  feel  this  morning  that  'God 
is  love  :'  his  love  is  unspeakable.  The  love  with 
which  he  fills  my  soul  words  cannot  express.  0, 
that  ye  may  feel  this  love  ;  nothing  but  this  could 
support  me  on  this  bed  of  sickness ;  nothing  but  this 
love  could  make  me  peaceful  and  joyful  in  the  pros 
pect  of  soon  appearing  before  his  throne." 

The  continuation  of  the  record  of  this  day's  trans 
actions,  October  31st,  is  as  follows  : 

Her  nurse  was  a  kind,  good-tempered  woman,  but 
a  stranger  to  religion.  Anzonetta  had,  on  several 
occasions,  expressed  a  deep  solicitude  for  her  spirit 
ual  welfare.  This  day  she  said, 

"  Dear  mother,  do  speak  to  Mary  about  her  salva 
tion.  She  is  very  ignorant,  and  I  cannot  bear  the 
thought  that  one  for  whom  the  Saviour  shed  his  pre 
cious  blood,  and  who  is  ministering  to  my  comfort, 
should  be  ignorant  of  the  way  of  life,  or  live  in 
alienation  from  God." 

At  a  later  hour  in  the  day,  she  requested  her 
mother  to  read  something  relating  to  the  resurrec- 
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tion.  The  eleventh  chapter  of  St.  John's  gospel 
was  read,  upon  which  she  remarked,  "  That  is  just 
the  thing ;  my  Redeemer  says,  I  am  the  resurrec 
tion,  and  the  life. 

"  Jesus,  I  love  thy  charming  name, 

JTis  music  to  my  ear; 
Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud, 
That  earth  and  heaven  might  hear. 

Yes,  thou  art  precious  to  my  soul, 
My  transport  and  my  trust , 

Jewels  to  thee  are  gaudy  toys, 
And  gold  is  sordid  dust." 

After  her  mother  had  arranged  every  thing  in  the 
room,  and  around  the  hed,  for  the  night,  preparatory 
to  sleep,  Anzonetta  sweetly  lifted  up  her  voice  in  the 
words  of  the  following  hymn  : 

"  Now,  from  the  altar  of  my  heart, 

Let  flames  of  love  arise  ; 
Assist  me,  Lord,  to  offer  up 
My  evening  sacrifice. 

Minutes  and  mercies  multiplied 

Have  made  up  all  this  day  • 
Minutes  came  quick,  but  mercies  were 

More  swift,  more  free  than  they." 

She  then  said  to  her  mother, 
"  Do  read  for  me  a  psalm  of  thanksgiving,  for  the 
Lord  hath  given  me  an  enlarged  spirit  of  prayer  to- 
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day.  My  heart  has  been  drawn  out  to  pray  for  Sun 
day-school  children,  that  they  may  be  truly  the 
lambs  of  Christ's  fold.  I  have  felt  constrained,  also, 
to  pray  for  you,  dear  mother,  that  the  Lord  may  be 
with  you  and  strengthen  you  in  every  trial,  and  that 
your  latter  days  may  be  more  happy  and  peaceful 
than  any  which  you  have  experienced  ;  and  I  feel  a 
sweet  assurance  that  they  will  be.  The  Lord  will 
be  your  stay,  your  shield,  and  exceeding  great  re 
ward.  I  have  also  been  praying  for  my  dear  brother, 
and  I  feel  a  firm  confidence  in  the  fidelity  of  a  prayer- 
hearing  God,  that  he  will  extend  his  everlasting 
mercy  to  this  dear  boy." 

May  the  Lord  grant  that  her  prayers  may  be  fully 
answered  ;  and  that  this  brother,  who  is  now  a  mem 
ber  of  the  Moravian  church,  may,  like  his  sainted 
sister,  "adorn  the  doctrine  of  God  his  Saviour,  in  all 
things." 

On  the  morning  after  Anzonetta  dictated  the 
above  message  to  the  young  ladies'  Bible-class,  she 
said, 

"  I  have  prayed  that  God  might  be  glorified  by 
that  message,  and  the  Redeemer  honored.  I  felt  all 
I  said  in  it ;  and  I  believe  the  Spirit  of  God  dictated 
every  word  of  it.  My  heart  was  glowing  with  the 
love  of  God,  arid  filled  with  earnest  desires  for  the 
everlasting  salvation  of  the  immortal  souls  of  those 
to  whom  this  message  was  sent." 
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Perhaps  the  best  comment  upon  these  remarks  will 
be  a  rehearsal  of  some  of  the  facts  connected  with 
the  manner  in  which  this  message  was  received,  and 
the  effects  it  produced. 

The  class  to  whom  this  message  was  addressed 
was  composed  of  sixty  or  eighty  young  ladies.  They 
had  no  personal  or  previous  knowledge  of  Miss  Peters. 
This  communication  was  received  just  before  the  time 
of  the  regular  meeting  of  the  class.  The  lesson 
appointed  for  that  afternoon  was  passed  through  as 
usual.  The  author  then  gave  a  brief  sketch  of  the 
character  of  Aiizonetta,  and  some  account  of  her 
sickness,  and  of  the  exalted  Christian  graces  that 
distinguished  her.  He  added  to  this  statement  the 
remark,  that  "  she  had  felt  a  deep  interest  in  them ; 
in  proof  of  which  he  would  read  them  the  commu 
nication  that  he  held  in  his  hand,  which  was  a  mes 
sage  from  her  to  them." 

The  communication  was  then  read.  The  e fleet 
was  almost  electrical.  Every  bright  eye  wras  dim 
med,  and  almost  every  cheek  bathed  with  tears. 
The  whole  assembly  appeared  still  and  solemn,  as 
though  the  eternal  Spirit  were  at  the  moment  spread 
ing  his  wings  over  the  place.  Of  this  large  assem 
bled  group  several  had  previously  dedicated  them 
selves  to  the  Lord  ;  several  were  at  the  time  under 
deep  serious  impressions,  and  the  residue  were,  it  is 
feared,  living  neglectful  of  the  great  interests  of  eter- 
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nity.  The  reading  of  this  di/ing  message,  it  is  be 
lieved,  was  productive  of  great  and  lasting  benefit. 
Seriousness  increased  in  the  class  from  that  time  on 
ward,  till  by  far  the  largest  number  of  its  members 
were  enrolled  as  professed  followers  of  the  Lamb. 
The  opinion  is  confidently  entertained,  that  the  ap 
peal  of  this  young  dying  disciple  was  the  instrument 
which  the  Lord  employed  to  awaken  the  attention 
of  several,  who  are  now  on  their  way  to  the  heav 
enly  city. 

Nov.  1. — She  said,  "The  Lord  sometimes  opens 
my  mouth  wide  in  prayer,  and  fills  it  with  argu 
ments  to  plead  for  my  dying  fellow-men  ;  and  then 
I  feel  that  I  want  not  only  to  plead  for  them,  but 
with  them.  I  then  wish  to  tell  them  of  the  bound 
less  love  of  God,  and  of  the  unspeakable  value  of 
the  holy  Scriptures." 

She  then  repeated  a  few  verses  of  the  sermon  on 
the  mount,  and  a  part  of  the  fifteenth  chapter  of  St. 
John's  gospel,  and  went  011  to  remark  upon  the  ad 
vantage  that  arose  from  committing  the  Scriptures 
to  memory  in  childhood.  She  said, 

"  Mother,  those  verses  that  I  just  now  repeated, 
you  taught  me  when  I  was  a  little  child  ;  and  not 
one  verse  that  I  learned  in  childhood  have  I  forgot 
ten.  No  one  can  tell  what  a  source  of  comfort,  of 
pleasure,  and  delight,  those  portions  of  Scripture 
have  been  to  me.  "When  my  mind  was  first  im- 


200  MEMOIR  OF 

pressed  with  serious  things,  these  passages  threw 
light  upon  my  path.  In  my  subsequent  course,  they 
were  often  as  way-marks  to  point  out  to  me  the  path 
of  duty.  But  since  I  have  been  on  this  sick-bed, 
they  have  been  to  me  like  rivers  of  icater  in  a  dry 
place.  How  very  mild,  and  gentle,  and  humble  the 
Saviour  was.  How  simple,  and  yet  how  forcible  his 
language.  It  seems  to  me  suited  to  the  weakest 
capacity.  His  words  seem  just  suited  to  one  in  my 
feeble  state." 

After  pausing  a  few  moments,  she  again  said,  to 
her  mother, 

"Next  Sunday  will  be  communion-day  in  Christ 
church.  Where  shall  I  be  on  that  day?  I  little 
thought,  on  the  last  communion  Sunday,  that  I 
should  be  here  at  this  time.  Plow  wonderfully  the 
Lord  prolongs  my  life." 

During  the  same  day,  she  remarked, 

"  We  cannot  be  always  on  the  mount ;  and  I  find 
it  good  sometimes  to  be  in  the  vale,  though  clouds 
do  gather  around  me.  This  serves  to  keep  me 
humble.  I  feel  more  and  more,  every  day,  that  my 
place  is  at  the  foot  of  the  cross.  I  cling  to  that  as 
my  only  hope. 

u  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend  j 
Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing, 
From  the  sinner's  dving  Friend. 
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Here  I'll  sit,  for  ever  viewing 

Mercy's  streams,  in  streams  of  blood  ; 

Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing, 
Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 

Truly  blessed  is  this  station, 

Low  before  the  cross  to  lie  ; 
While  I  see  divine  compassion 

Floating  in  his  languid  eye. 

Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven, 

While  upon  the  cross  I  gaze  ; 
Love  I  much  ?  I've  more  forgiven — 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing, 
With  my  tears  his  feet  I'll  bathe; 

Constant  still  in  faith  abiding, 
Life  deriving  from  his  death. 

May  I  still  enjoy  this  feeling, 

In  all  need  to  Jesus  go, 
Prove  his  wounds  each  day  more  healing, 

And  himself  more  fully  know. 

0  how  sweet  these  words  are  ;  my  soul  drinks  in  the 
sentiments  they  convey  as  a  precious  draught." 

Anzonetta  became  so  feeble  that  she  was  obliged 
to   desist  from  giving  utterance    to   her   thoughts. 

While  in  this  state,  Maria  ,  a  young  woman 

whom  she  knew,  called  to  see  her.  Some  hour  or 
two  alter  she  had  left,  Anzonetta  revived,  and  uttered 
aloud,  with  more  than  usual  strength  of  voice,  these 
words  :  "  Trust  in  the  Lord  ;  yea,  I  say,  trust  in  the 


202  MEMOIR    OF 

Lord,  and  he  will  give  thee  the  desire  of  thy  heart." 
Her  mother  went  to  her,  and  she  said, 

"  I  have  been  lying  in  a  very  sweet,  peaceful  slate, 
and  the  Lord  has  been  present  with  me,  filling  my 
heart  with  the  spirit  of  prayer.  While  Maria  was 
here,  I  wished  to  speak  to  her,  but  could  not ;  still 
I  could  and  did  pray  for  her.  Should  I  not  see  her 
again,  wrill  you  give  her  that  little  book  of  mine 
entitled,  The  Poor  Man's  Help?  I  love  her  soul , 
and  that  book  will  tell  her  of  the  love  of  Jesus,  and 
show  her  the  importance  of  reading  the  Scriptures. 
I  did  wish  to  say  to  her  several  things  about  her 
soul,  and  the  little  babe  which  God  has  given  her  to 
rear  up  for  eternity.  "Will  you  tell  her,  dear  mother, 
that  the  Saviour  shed  his  precious  blood  for  her  and 
her  child,  and  that  I  have  earnestly  prayed  that  they 
may  be  found  among  the  redeemed  of  God?" 

Some  time  after  this,  she  requested  her  mother  to 
read  to  her  some  of  the  simple  words  of  the  Saviour. 
Her  mother  read  from  the  tenth  chapter  of  St.  John's 
gospel.  She  said,  after  she  had  proceeded  a  while 
in  the  reading, 

"  Yes,  those  are  precious  words  :  '  I  am  the  good 
Shepherd,  and  know  my  sheep,  and  am  known  of 
mine  ;  and  I  lay  down  my  life  for  the  sheep.  No 
man  taketh  it  from  me,  but  I  lay  it  down  of  myself 
0  no,  none  had  power  over  that  life  save  he  who  laid 
it  down  willingly  for  the  life  of  his  sheep.  llo\v 
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meek,  how  unresisting  he  was,  in  the  hour  when  he 
was  to  be  given  up  for  our  sins.  '  He  went  as  a 
lamb  to  the  slaughter ;  and  as  a  sheep  before  her 
shearers  is  dumb,  so  he  opened  not  his  mouth.'  One 
of  the  duties  of  the  shepherd  is  to  protect  his  flock 
and  so  the  good  Shepherd  goes  before  the  sheep  to 
discover  the  danger,  and  deliver  his  chosen  sheep 
from  it.  0  what  encouragement,  what  strong  con 
solation  we  have,  who  have  fled  to  him  for  refuge. 
'  I  give  unto  them  eternal  life,  and  they  shall  never 
perish  ;  neither  shall  any  pluck  them  out  of  my 
hand.' 

"How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  his  excellent  word." 

SATURDAY,  November  2. — This  morning  extremely 
feeble — scarcely  able  to  speak ;  and  yet  her  language 
was, 

"  '  AYhorn  have  I  in  heaven  but  thee?  and  there  is 
none  upon  the  earth  that  I  desire  besides  thee.' 

c-  Were  I  in  heaven  without  my  God, 

'Twould  be  no  heaven  to  me ; 
And  while  this  earth  is  my  abode, 
I  long  for  none  but  thee. 

"  I  could  not  look  forward  with  any  delight  to 
heaven,  did  I  not  know  that  it  would  be  filled  with 
the  divine  presence.  Even  here,  what  could  I  do 
without  God,  without  his  support,  without  his  sus- 


204  MEMOIR   OF 

taining  grace  ?  If  he  permits  me  to  stay  here  till 
to-morrow — not  that  I  have  any  desire  to  live — but 
I  desire  to 

"  Lie  passive  in  his  hands, 
And  know  no  will  but  his — 

but  if  he  permits  me  to  stay  till  to-morrow,  I  wish  to 
keep  it  as  a  holy  festal  day." 

She  afterwards  read,  from  "  CLARK  ON  THE  PROM 
ISES,"  several  texts  relating  to  the  holy  supper,  and 
then  remarked  to  her  mother, 

"  The  first  sermon  of  Mr.  C 's,  that  made  an 

impression  on  my  mind,  was  upon  this  text :  '  Christ 
loved  the  Church,  and  gave  himself  for  it ;  that  he 
might  sanctify  and  cleanse  it  with  the  washing  of 
water  by  the  word,  that  he  might  present  it  to  him 
self  a  glorious  Church,  not  having  spot  or  wrinkle, 
or  any  such  thing ;  but  that  it  should  be  holy  and 
without  blemish.'  The  idea  appeared  to  me  very 
sweet,  of  the  Church's  being  like  a  lovely  bride, 
cleansed  from  every  stain — free  from  every  spot  and 
blemish — clad  with  beauty  and  immortal  youth,  and 
presented  to  Christ  as  a  chaste  vestal,  crowned  with 
glory.  And  then  how  inspiring  the  thought,  that, 
every  redeemed  soul  that  is  finally  accepted  of  God 
constitutes  a  part  of  this  blessed  spouse  of  the  Re 
deemer,  that  Avill  stand  resplendent  and  adorned 
before  the  world,  on  the  day  of  the  marriage  of  the 
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Lamb.  All  this  train  of  thought  connected  with 
that  discourse,  has  to-day  been  surprisingly  recalled 
to  my  memory." 

Shortly  after,  her  mother  went  to  her  bed;  her 
eyes  were  closed,  the  little  book  of  promises  was  in 
her  hand.  She  was  feasting  on  immortal  food.  At 
length  she  exclaimed, 

"  The  precious  promises  of  rny  Saviour ;  who  would 
not  cling  to  them  ?" 

Shortly  after,  though  suffering  great  pain  at  the 
time,  she  exclaimed, 

"  God  is  love!  0  that  I  had  never  doubted  his 
love." 

In  the  evening,  having  requested  her  mother  to 
read  to  her  from  the  "  ADVICE  TO  A  YOUNG  CHRIS 
TIAN,"  she  remarked, 

"  That  indeed  is  salutary  advice,  '  Lay  not  aside 
your  weapons  while  one  foe  within  is  unsubdued.' 
Truly  we  have  need  of  the  whole  armor  of  God  to 
overcome  our  spiritual  enemies,  but  the  Captain  of 
our  salvation  is  mighty." 

It  is  remarkable  in  relation  to  Anzonetta,  that  while 
disease  is  consuming  the  powers  of  her  body,  the  fac 
ulties  of  her  mind  seem  to  acquire  increased  vigor ; 
and  the  nearer  she  approaches  the  celestial  city,  the 
farther  she  seems  removed  from  the  infirmities  of 
frail  human  nature.  For  weeks  she  has  not  been 
able  to  turn  in  her  bed,  or  help  herself  in  the  least ; 
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and  the  movement  of  a  single  limb  occasions  pain. 
She  can  lie  in  one  position  but  a  short  time,  without 
suffering  inconceivably  ;  and  yet  all  motion  causes 
severe  and  often  excruciating  pain.  Often,  day  after 
day,  for  hours,  the  only  evidence  of  life  is  a  respira 
tion  so  feeble  as  to  be  almost  imperceptible,  and  a 
slight  movement  of  the  eyeballs.  Every  other  visi 
ble  indication  of  remaining  vitality  seems  gone.  Her 
whole  form  reposes  in  the  stillness  of  death ;  and 
one,  in  looking  upon  her,  would  think  that  her  spirit 
had  fled  to  another  world.  At  length,  she  revives 
from  this  state  of  exhaustion,  and  then  her  soul  kin 
dles  up  with  an  animation,  and  pours  itself  forth 
with  an  energy  that  surprises  every  beholder.  The 
abounding  love  of  God,  the  preciousness  of  Christ, 
and  the  sweetness  of  the  divine  promises,  constitute 
the  theme  upon  which  she  constantly  expatiates. 
While  the  affections  of  her  soul  are  thus  called  forth 
with  a  fervor  and  intensity  that  could  hardly  be 
expected  in  a  sound  state  of  body,  her  frail  system, 
racked  with  disease  and  trembling  on  the  verge  of 
eternity,  again  grows  weary,  and  sinks  down  into  a 
similar  state  of  exhaustion.  When  she  revives  again, 
first  of  all,  her  thoughts  are  on  God  arid  the  lovo  of 
Christ.  Thus  has  she  lived  for  many  weeks. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE    DARK    VALLEY    SAFELY    PASSED. 

ON  the  morning  of  Sunday,  November  3,  it  ap 
peared  as  though  she  could  never  take  another  swal 
low  of  food.  In  several  attempts  which,  the  even 
ing  and  day  before,  she  had  made,  there  was  pro 
duced,  in  the  throat  and  whole  system,  such  a  still 
ness  and  rigidity  of  muscles,  and  such  a  sense  of 
oppression,  as  threatened  the  immediate  extinction  of 
life.  These  attempts  also  were  succeeded  by  the 
loss  of  sight,  and  sometimes  of  consciousness,  so  that 
this  morning  it  seemed  that  she  could  no  longer  take 
a  single  particle  of  nutriment.  Upon  being  asked 
how  she  felt,  she  replied, 

"  The  grace  of  God  sustains  me.  He  has  said,  '  I 
will  strengthen  thce  ;  yea,  I  will  help  thee ;  yea,  I 
will  uphold  thee  with  the  right  hand  of  rny  right 
eousness.  He  preserve th  the  way  of  his  saints.'  But 
pray  for  me,  dear  mother,  that  my  patience  fail  not, 
while  I  am  suffering  the  righteous  will  of  my  heav 
enly  Father.  To-day,  the  communion  is  to  be  ad 
ministered  in  Christ  church.  If  it  is  the  Lord's  will 
that  I  should  spend  this  Sabbath  on  the  earth,  I  wish 
to  spend  it  wholly  to  his  glory. 

"  How  sweet  a  Sabbath  thus  to  spend, 
In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end. 
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"  I  find  this  passage  of  holy  writ  very  refreshing 
to  me  tliis  morning :  '  I  sat  down  under  his  shadow 
with  great  delight,  and  his  fruit  is  sweet  to  my  taste. 
Ele  brought  me  to  his  banqueting-house,  and  his 
banner  over  me  is  love.' 

"  I  have  no  cause  to  complain,  for 

"A  few  more  rolling  suns,  at  most, 
Will  land  me  on  fair  Canaan's  coast; 
Then  I  shall  sing  the  song  of  grace, 
And  see  my  Saviour  face  to  face." 

There  succeeded  these  remarks  a  long  season  of 
great  prostration,  during  which  she  was  not  able  to 
converse  at  all.  After  she  began  to  revive,  she 
requested  her  mother  to  read  something  in  relation 
to  the  resurrection  of  the  Saviour.  She  read  the 
twenty-fourth  chapter  of  St.  Luke.  When  she  came 
to  the  words,  '  And  it  came  to  pass,  that  while  they 
communed  together,  and  reasoned,  Jesus  himself 
drew  near,'  Anzonetta  stopped  her,  arid  said, 

"  Mother,  what  an  interesting  incident  that  was. 
I  remember  that  Mr.  Guion  once  remarked  in  the 
Sunday-school,  in  allusion  to  this  passage,  that '  when 
we  were  speaking  or  thinking  of  the  blessed  Saviour, 
he  would  often  draw  near,  and  we  should  feel  his 
presence  in  our  hearts.'  " 

After  the  reading  was  finished,  she  remarked,  "  The 
whole  chapter  that  you  have  read  is  very  sweet.  I 
had  forgotten  that  the  Saviour  broke  bread  with  his 
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disciples  after  the  resurrection.  This  is  the  day  he 
rose  triumphant  from  the  dead.  And  to-day,  in 
Christ  church,  where  I  have  enjoyed  so  much  of  the 
presence  of  God,  is  commemorated  the  holy  feast 
which  he  instituted  the  night  in  which  he  was  be 
trayed." 

Her  countenance,  at  this  moment,  was  lit  up  with 
animation  and  a  holy  fervor,  while  she  repeated,  with 
great  distinctness,  these  words  : 

"  My  God,  and  is  thy  table  spread  ? 

And  does  thy  cup  with  love  o'erflow? 
Thither  be  all  thy  children  led, 

And  let  them  thy  sweet  mercies  know. 

Hail,  sacred  feast,  which  Jesus  makes ; 

Rich  banquet  of  his  flesh  and  blood ; 
Thrice  happy  he  who  here  partakes 

That  sacred  stream,  that  heavenly  food." 

After  a  short  pause,  she  added,  and  her  counte 
nance  shone  almost  like  Stephen's,  when  he  was 
looking  up  into  heaven,  and  saw  Jesus  standing  at 
the  right  hand  of  God, 

"  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear; 

It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 

'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

Mem.  Peters.  1  i 
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Dear  name,  the  rock  on  which  I  build — 
My  shield  and  hiding-place ; 

My  never-failing  treasury,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 

Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart, 
And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 

But  when  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
I'll  praise  thee  as  I  ought. 

Till  then,  I  would  thy  love  proclaim 

With  every  fleeting  breath  • 
And  may  the  music  of  thy  name 

Refresh  my  soul  in  death." 

After  this,  her  grandfather  came  in  ;  and  she  made 
an  effort  to  take  his  hand,  although  scarcely  able  to 
move  a  finger.  He  asked  her  how  she  was;  to 
which  she  replied, 

"Very  feeble;  but  the  Lord  is  my  support,  and 
my  God  is  the  rock  of  my  refuge.  The  comforts  of 
religion  sustain  me,  and  the  precious  promises  of  God 
fill  me  with  peace.  0,  there  is  nothing  like  a  hope 
in  Christ,  to  sustain  one  upon  a  sick-bed.  The  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ,  which  cleanseth  from  all  sin — this  is 
my  only  reliance.  The  grace  that  was  purchased  by 
that  blood — it  is  this  which  supports  and  comforts 
me. 

"Grace,  'tis  a  charming  sound, 

Harmonious  to  the  ear  ; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 
And  all  the  world  shall  hear. 
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Grace  guides  my  wandering  feet 

To  tread  the  heavenly  road, 
And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet, 

While  pressing  on  to  God." 

Upon  his  asking  her  if  she  felt  any  pain,  she  said, 

"  0  yes,  constant  pain,  and  a  dreadful  sense  oi 
oppression.  Every  particle  of  food  I  take  causesr 
immense  suffering." 

Correcting  herself,  she  said, 

"  Not  suffering.  I  must  not  think  /  suffer.  Tho 
Saviour  endured  suffering,  when  he  wrought  out 
our  redemption  by  his  bitter  death;  he  endured 
suffering  when  he  poured  out  his  precious  blood, 
and  made  his  soul  an  offering  for  sin.  When  I  re 
flect  on  his  sufferings,  mine  appear  light.  We  must 
not  think  that  the  pains  we  endure  are  great ;  and 
above  all,  that  any  suffering  of  ours  is  meritorious. 
0,  no  ;  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  alone  atoneS  for 
sin.  0  that  precious  blood.  Let  no  one  slight  it. 
Let  no  one  treat  it  as  though  it  were  an  unholy 
thing." 

Then,  with  an  energy  of  manner  that  appeared 
absolutely  astonishing  in  one  that  was  in  such  a  de 
bilitated  and  dying  state,  she  said, 

"  0,  tell  every  body  to  love  this  Saviour  ;  to  love 
the  Bible.  Yes,  tell  them  how  precious  its  promises 
are." 

After  resting  a  while,  she  requested  her  mother  to 
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repeat  the  "  Gloria  in  Excelsis."  Mrs.  Peters  re 
marks,  in  relation  to  her  appearance  at  this  time, 

"  The  radiance  of  heaven  lit  up  her  countenance, 
arid  her  whole  soul  seemed  to  glow  with  divine  love, 
as  she  repeated  the  words  after  me  with  a  strength 
and  fervor  that  I  thought  would  demolish  the  frail 
house  of  her  earthly  tabernacle.  My  own  heart 
was  warmed  as  I  proceeded,  and  I  could  not  but 
enter  somewhat  into  the  feelings  of  devotion  that 
glowed  so  brightly  in  her  bosom.  I  trust  that  the 
offering  of  praise  which  we  unitedly  made  in  the 
language  of  that  solemn  anthem,  went  up  with  ac 
ceptance  before  God.  Heaven  seemed  to  be  brought 
down  to  our  view,  and  its  glories  filled  us  with 
unutterable  emotions.  After  finishing  the  Gloria 
in  Excclsis,  I  read  the  Prayer  of  Thanksgiving, 
which,  in  the  communion-service,  is  appointed  to 
be  used  after  the  consecrated  elements  have  been 
received,  at  the  conclusion  of  which  she  uttered  a 
loud  Amen. 

"  Truly,"  continues  Mrs.  Peters,  "  she  has  fed  this 
day  by  faith,  with  thanksgiving,  upon  the  broken 
body  and  shed  blood  of  her  Saviour.  Disease  has 
prevented  her  from  receiving  the  material  elements 
that  represent  the  death  of  Christ — that  represent 
the  Lamb  slain  for  sin — but  she  has 

".  .  .  .  Gathered  from  her  Father's  board, 
The  bread  that  lives  beyond  the  tomb." 
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After  this,  she  was  engaged  a  while  in  attempting 
to  read  in  her  little  hook  of  promises.  Mrs.  Peters 
had  left  the  room  for  a  few  moments.  Upon  her 
return,  Anzonetta  said  to  her, 

"  0,  mother,  how  can  we  be  so  selfish  in  our  pray 
ers,  when  the  promises  of  God  for  the  church  are  so 
large  and  extended.  '  Arise,  shine  ;  for  thy  light  is 
come,  and  the  glory  of  the  Lord  is  risen  upon  thee. 
For  behold,  darkness  shall  cover  the  earth,  and  gross 
darkness  the  people  ;  but  the  Lord  shall  arise  upon 
thee,  and  his  glory  shall  be  seen  upon  thee.  The 
glory  of  Lebanon  shall  come  unto  thee,  the  fir-tree, 
the  pine-tree,  and  the  box  together,  to  beautify  the 
place  of  my  sanctuary ;  and  I  will  make  the  place  of 
my  feet  glorious.  Whereas  thou  hast  been  forsaken 
and  hated,  so  that  no  man  went  through  thee,  I 
will  make  thee  an  eternal  excellency,  a  joy  of  many 
generations.  The  sun  shall  be  no  more  thy  light  by 
day  ;  neither  for  brightness  shall  the  moon  give  light 
unto  thee  ;  but  the  Lord  shall  be  unto  thee  an  ever 
lasting  light,  and  thy  God  thy  glory.'  0  how  selfish 
I  have  been  in  my  past  days,  that  I  should  have 
prayed  so  little  for  the  church.  The  soul  must  be 
illumined  by  the  Holy  Spirit  before  we  can  feel  the 
extent  of  the  obligations  we  are  under  to  pray  and 
labor  for  the  extension  of  the  church.  The  promises 
for  her  enlargement  are  abundant.  They  embrace 
the  whole  heathen  world.  '  From  the  rising  of  the 
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sun,  even  unto  the  going  down  of  the  same,  my  name 
shall  be  great  among  the  Gentiles  ;  and  in  every 
place  incense  shall  be  offered  unto  my  name,  and  a 
pure  offering  ;  for  my  name  shall  be  great  among  the 
heathen,  saith  the  Lord  of  hosts.'  The  blessed  Sav 
iour  declared,  '  And  I,  if  I  be  lifted  up  from  the  earth, 
will  draw  all  men  unto  me.'  In  the  apocalyptic 
vision,  when  the  seventh  angel  had  sounded,  '  there 
were  great  voices  in  heaven,  saying,  The  kingdoms 
of  this  world  are  become  the  kingdoms  of  our  Lord, 
and  of  his  Christ.'  The  church  of  God  will  yet  rise 
from  the  dust. 

1  Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 

Zion,  city  of  our  God ; 
He,  whose  word  can  ne'er  be  broken, 
Formed  thee  for  his  own  abode. 

On  the  Rock  of  ages  founded. 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose  ? 

With  salvation's  wall  surrounded, 
Thou  mayst  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 

See  the  stream  of  living  waters 

Springing  from  eternal  love — 
'Twill  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove. 

Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river 
Ever  flows  their  thirst  t'  assuage  ? 

Grace;  which,  like  the  Lord  the  givor, 
Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 
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Round  each  habitation  hovering, 

See  the  cloud  of  fire  appear, 
For  a  glory  and  a  covering, 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near. 

Thus  deriving  from  their  "banner 
Light  by  night  and  shade  by  day; 

Safe  they  feed  upon  the  manna 

Which  he  gives  them  when  they  pray. 

Blest  inhabitants  of  Zion, 

Washed  in  the  Redeemer's  blood, 

Jesus,  whom  their  souls  rely  on, 

Makes  them  kings  and  priests  to  God." 

The  great  matter  of  surprise  to  our  mind  is,  that 
in  her  exceedingly  feeble  and  debilitated  state,  Anzo- 
netta  was  enabled  to  repeat  such  long  passages  of 
Scripture,  and  hymns  of  the  length  of  the  one  just 
inserted  above.  Several  of  these  hymns  I  had  thought 
to  erase  in  this  memoir ;  but  upon  reflection,  I  was 
led  to  think  that  their  very  length  would  help  to 
show  more  clearly  the  fervor  of  her  affections,  at  a 
time  when  the  lamp  of  life  was  just  expiring.  Mrs. 
Peters'  diary  proceeds  as  follows  : 

"  The  last  remark  she  made  before  falling  asleep 
this  evening  was,  a  request  that  her  mother  would 
read  to  her  a  psalm  of  thanksgiving,  for  God's  un 
speakable  goodness  to  her." 

On  the  morning  of  the  4th  of  November,  she 
appeared  to  be  sinking  fast.  She  had  scarcely  taken 
any  thing,  even  to  moisten  her  lips,  for  twenty-four 
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hours.  Her  mother  repeated  to  her  several  of  the 
gracious  promises  which  had  so  long  sustained  her. 
She  faintly  replied, 

*'  Jesus  makes  my — heart — re — joice." 

Being  unable  to  proceed,  her  mother,  who  was  sit 
ting  beside  her,  took  up  the  stanza,  and  repeated  for 
her, 

"I'm  his  sheep,  and  know  his  voice  ; 
He's  a  shepherd  kind  and  gracious, 
And  his  pastures  are  delicious." 

She  followed  her  mother,  repeating  a  word  or  two 
in  each  line,  but  was  unable  to  give  utterance  to  her 
thoughts.  As  the  day  advanced,  she  seemed  to 
revive,  asked  for  "  CLARK  ON  THE  PROMISES,"  and 
entered  into  conversation  with  her  mother  in  relation 
to  a  new  copy  of  this  work  that  was  then  put  into 
her  hands.  She  then  added, 

"  My  mind  to-day  is  very  weak,  and  I  can  read 
but  little.  The  earthly  house  of  this  tabernacle  is 
so  near  falling  into  ruins,  I  can  retain  but  a  few 
ideas  in  my  mind  at  once.  The  body  groans,  and 
the  spirit  desires  to  depart  and  be  with  Christ.  I 
have  to  pray  for  patience  to  wait  the  good  pleasure 
of  the  Lord.  Is  it  not  right  to  wish  to  be  released 
from  suffering  ?  I  would  not  have  any  thing  con 
trary  to  God's  will.  « All  my  appointed  time  will  I 
wait  with  patience,  until  my  change  come.'  The 
promises  of  God  are  very  sweet  to  me  to-day.  '  Thou 
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wilt  show  me  the  path  of  life  ;  in  thy  presence  is 
fulness  of  joy,  and  at  thy  right  hand  are  pleasures  for 
evermore.' " 

"  Two  hours  after  this,"  Mrs.  Peters  remarks,  "  I 
observed  a  very  great  change  in  Anzonetta.  She  had 
evidently  entered  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death. 
This  was  ahout  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  Her 
features  appeared  sunken  and  ghastly,  and  the  cold, 
clammy  dew  of  death  was  on  her  brow.  In  a  low, 
broken,  yet  very  sweet  voice,  she  said,  '  Lord  Jesus, 
wilt  thou  nmv  receive  my  spirit  ?' 

"  I  said  to  her,  '  His  promise  is,  Lo,  I  come  quickly.' 
She  replied, 

"  '  Even  so,  come,  Lord  Jesus. 

"  'Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 

Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are, 
While  on  his  breast  I  lean  my  head, 

And  breathe  my  life  out  sweetly  there.'  " 

About  half  an  hour  after  this,  she  having  lain  dur 
ing  the  most  of  that  time  very  quiet,  her  mother 
went  to  her,  and  bending  over  her,  whispered  in  her 
ear  these  words  : 

"  The  gentle  Shepherd  calls  you  to  his  arms." 

Anzonetta  immediately  responded, 

"  The  lambs  he  in  his  bosom  bears, 
And  tells  them  they  are  blest." 

"Again,"  says  Mrs.  Peters,  "she  made  an  effort 


218  MEMOIR  OF 

to  speak,  and  slowly,  but  rather  indistinctly,  articu 
lated  the  following  line  : 

"  Sweet — to  rejoice — in  lively — hope — " 
Her  voice  again  failed,  and  I  helped  her  finish  the 
verse  : 

"  That  when  my  change  shall  come, 
Angels  will  hover  round  my  bed, 
And  waft  my  spirit  home. 

"When  I  came  to  the  words,  'u-aft  my  spirit 
home?  her  arm,  though  icy  cold,  was  raised  and 
waved  on  high.  New  energy  seemed  to  have  been 
imparted  to  the  muscles  of  that  arm,  from  the  view 
she  now  caught,  as  from  Pisgah's  top,  of  the  prom 
ised  land." 

Mrs.  Peters  continues  :  "  She  had  not  spoken  for  a 
long  time,  and  I  concluded  I  should  not  hear  the 
sound  of  her  voice  again.  Bending  over,  and  placing 
my  lips  close  to  her  ear,  I  whispered,  '  God  is  love. 
He  is  unchangeable.'  With  a  strong  but  thick  voice, 
she  replied, 

"  '  The  mountains  shall  depart,  and  the  hills  be 
removed;  but  my  kindness  shall  not  depart  from 
thee,  neither  shall  the  covenant  of  my  peace  be 
removed,  saith  the  Lord  that  hath  mercy  on  thee.' 

"  '  Soon  shall  my  disembodied  soul 

View  Jesus,  and  adore — 
Be  with  his  likeness  satisfied, 

And — grieve — and  sin — no — more. 
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Shall  see  him  wear  that  very  flesh 

On  \vhich  my  guilt  was  lain ; 
His  love  intense,  his  merits  fresh, 

As  though  but  newly  slain.'  " 

About  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  her  grand 
mother,  who  was  present,  observed, 

"  She  is  very  much  changed  since  yesterday,  but 
her  breathing  appears  easy,  and  she  does  not  seem  to 
suffer  any  pain." 

"  A  great  deal  of  pain,"  she  immediately  replied, 
"  very  much  oppressed." 

Neither  her  mother  or  grandmother  supposed,  at 
the  time,  that  she  was  capable  of  hearing  or  speak 
ing,  for  her  limbs  were  cold  to  her  body,  and  circula 
tion  through  them  seemed  already  to  have  com 
pletely  ceased. 

About  half  an  hour  after  this,  she  broke  forth  in 
the  language  of  the  one  hundred  and  third  psalm, 

"  Praise  the  Lord,  0  my  soul ;  and  forget  not  all 
his  benefits.  0  praise  the  Lord,  ye  angels  of  his,  ye 
that  excel  in  strength,  ye  that  fulfil  his  command 
ments,  and  hearken  unto  the  voice  of  his  word.  0 
praise  the  Lord,  all  ye  his  hosts ;  ye  servants  of  his 
that  do  his  pleasure.  0  speak  good  of  the  Lord,  all 
ye  works  of  his,  in  all  places  of  his  dominion.  Praise 
thou  the  Lord,  0  my  soul." 

The  dew  of  death  was  now  gathering  thick  upon 
her  forehead  ;  her  voice  had  a  sort  of  sepulchral  tone, 
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as  though  touched  with  the  chill  of  death,  as  she 
feebly  articulated  the  stanza, 

"  Jesus  makes  my  heart  rejoice,"  etc. 

Immediately,  almost,  her  voice  seemed  to  acquire 
new  elasticity  and  compass,  so  that  it  appeared  per 
fectly  musical.  An  individual  who  was  present 
remarked, 

"  Its  tones  were  mellifluous  and  thrilling,  especially 
while  she  uttered  these  words  : 

"  Hark,  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord  • 
'Tis  thy  Saviour,  hear  his  word; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thec — 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  me  ? 

The  last  line  was  uttered  in  such  a  sweet,  plaintive, 
tender  tone,  that  it  told  every  ear  upon  which  it  fell 
that  her  heart  was  full,  and  overflowing  with  love  to 
Christ." 

After  remaining  quiet  for  some  time,  she  repeated 
with  great  pathos  and  sweetness  the  following  pas- 


"  The  redeemed  of  the  Lord  shall  return,  and  come 
with  singing  unto  Zion  ;  and  everlasting  joy  shall  be 
on  their  head  :  they  shall  obtain  joy  and  gladness, 
and  sorrow  and  mourning  shall  flee  away.  His  left 
hand  is  under  my  head,  and  his  right  hand  doth  em 
brace  me  ;  and  his  banner  over  me  is  love.  How 
precious  my  Saviour  is.  Mother,  give  rhy  love  to 
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aunt  D .*  Tell  her  to  put  her  trust  in  God  on 

her  sick-bed — to  rest  all  her  hopes  in  the  Saviour, 
and  his  banner  over  lier  ivill  be  love" 

Mrs.  Peters  thus  describes  her  appearance  at  this 
time.  "  Her  eyeballs  were  rolled  up  ;  arid  she  had 
no  longer  power  to  move  her  eyelids.  She  was  now 
as  cold  as  though  she  had  been  composed  of  ice,  and 
the  clothes  of  her  bed  felt  as  though  they  had  been 
taken  off  from  a  snow-bank,  although,  for  a  long 
time,  hot  bricks  had  been  applied  to  her  feet.  Her 
system  seemed  to  resist  all  attempts  to  impart  warmth 
to  it ;  and  her  very  breath  appeared  icy  and  gelid. 
Arid  yet  the  fervor  of  her  affections  remained  un- 
chilled.  At  this  very  time  she  said, 

"  Mother,  do  not  think  that  I  forget  my  dear 
brother.  Tell  him  to  serve  his  Creator  in  the  days 
of  his  youth.  Tell  him  to  read  his  Bible.  Tell  him 
how  precious  the  love  of  God  is — how  sweet  his 
promises  have  been  to  me.  0  tell  him,  mother,  all 
that  God  has  done  for  my  soul.  Do  not  forget  it, 
mother ;  tell  him — 0  tell  every  body — to  love  God, 
and  choose  his  service  in  health,  and  He  will  be  with 
them  in  death.  "Will  you  promise  me,  mother,  to  do 
this  ?  0  tell  every  body  to  love  God." 

She  now  became  fatigued.  After  resting  a  little 
while,  she  was  bolstered  up  in  the  bed,  and  then  with 

*  Mrs.  D was  ill  at  the  time,  being  confined  to  her 

bed. 
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a  loud  voice,  its  notes  sounding  like  the  tones  of  an  in 
strument  that  had  some  of  the  chords  unstrung,  yet 
with  distinct  articulation,  she  repeated  the  following 
stanza  : 

"  Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame, 
Quit,  0  quit  this  mortal  frame ; 
Trembling — hoping — lingering — flying, 

0  the  pain — the  bliss — of  dying  ! 
Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife, 
And  let  me  languish  into  life. 
Hark  !" .. 

Here  her  voice  failed.  In  a  low  undertone,  scarcely 
audible  save  to  those  very  near  her,  the  words  faintly 
issued  from  her  lips, 

"  . . . .  they  whisper;  angels  say, 

1  Sister  spirit,  come  away  !' " 

The  tones  of  her  voice  appeared  so  strong,  while 
repeating  the  first  stanza  of  this  hymn,  that  one  who 
was  present  remarked,  on  leaving  the  room, 

"  She  is  not  so  near  her  end  as  I  thought.  When 
I  first  saw  her  this  evening,  I  thought  she  could  not 
live  one  hour,  the  stamp  of  death  was  so  strongly 
impressed  upon  all  her  features.  But  now  I  think 
she  will  revive,  and  remain  some  days  longer.  It 
docs  not  seem  possible  that  death  can  be  very  near 
one  who  has  a  voice  as  strong  as  hers." 

Shortly  after  this,  Arizonctta  expressed  a  desire  to 
receive  some  kind  of  nourishment,  remarking,  that 
her  mouth  and  throat  were  parched.  Her  mother 
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had  previously  attempted,  at  several  different  times, 
to  moisten  her  mouth  ;  but  the  few  drops  that  had 
passed  into  her  throat  had  well-nigh  caused  strangu 
lation.  But  now  she  was  able  to  take  several  swal 
lows  without  difficulty. 

Mrs.  Peters  proceeds  to  remark,  "  The  last  effort 
she  attempted  to  make,  was,  to  throw  her  icy  arms 
around  my  neck,  and  press  her  clay-cold  lips  to  my 
cheek  ;  but  her  limbs  were  already  too  much  stiffened 
in  death  to  permit  her  fully  to  accomplish  her  object. 
Then  she  said, 

"  '  Mother,  read.' 

"  This  was  her  last  request.  To  ascertain  whether 
she  was  still  capable  of  choosing  her  subject,  I  in 
quired, 

"  '  What  shall  I  read,  my  child  ?' 

"  She  strove  to  tell  me,  but  the  muscles  of  her 
tongue  were  so  stiffened  that  she  could  not  articulate. 
A  thick,  guttural  sound  issued  forth.  I  thought  it 
was  'resurrection'  that  she  wished  to  say,  and  began, 
'  I  am  the  resurrection,  and  the  life ;'  but  she  mo 
tioned  that  this  was  not  what  she  wanted  me  to 
read.  I  then  repeated,  'Now  is  Christ  risen  from 
the  dead,  and  become  the  first-fruits  of  them  that 
slept.  For  since  by  man  came  death,  by  man  came 
also  the  resurrection  of  the  dead.  For  as  in  Adam 
all  die,  even  so  in  Christ  shall  all  be  made  alive.'  I 
paused,  and  she  gave  her  assent  that  this  was  what 
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she  wanted.  I  then  proceeded  :  '  But  every  man  in 
his  own  order.  Christ  the  first-fruits ;  afterward 
they  that  are  Christ's  at  his  coming.  But  some  will 
say,  How  are  the  dead  raised  up  ;  and  with  what 
body  do  they  come  ?  That  which  thou  sowest  is  not 
quickened  except  it  die.  And  that  which  thou  sow 
est  is  not  that  body  that  shall  be,  but  bare  grain. 
It  is  sown  in  corruption ;  it  is  raised  in  incorruption. 
It  is  sown  in  dishonor ;  it  is  raised  in  glory.  It  is 
sown  in  weakness  ;  it  is  raised  in  power.  It  is  sown 
a  natural  body ;  it  is  raised  a  spiritual  body.  As 
we  have  borne  the  image  of  the  earthy,  we  shall  also 
bear  the  image  of  the  heavenly.  Behold,  I  show 
you  a  mystery  :  "We  shall  not  all  sleep,  but  we  shall 
all  be  changed.  In  a  moment,  in  the  twinkling  of 
an  eye,  at  the  last  trump  ;  for  the  trumpet  shall 
sound,  and  the  dead  shall  be  raised  incorruptible,  and 
we  shall  be  changed.  For  this  corruptible  must 
put  on  incorruption,  and  this  mortal  must  put  on 
immortality.  So  when  this  corruptible  shall  have 
put  on  incorruption,  and  this  mortal  shall  have  put 
on  immortality,  then  shall  be  brought  to  pass  the 
saying  that  is  written,  Death  is  swallowed  up  in 
victory.  0  death,  where  is  thy  sting?  0  grave, 
where  is  thy  victory  ?  The  sting  of  death  is  sin ; 
and  the  strength  of  sin  is  the  law.  But  thanks  be 
to  God,  which  giveth  us  the  victory,  through  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ." 
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"  This,"  continues  Mrs.  Peters,  "  was  about  half 
past  twelve  o'clock  at  night.  Her  head  now  sunk 
down  on  the  pillow,  and  she  appeared  to  be  in  a 
gentle  sleep.  She  remained  in  this  quiet,  placid 
state,  breathing  life  gently  away,  until  a  quarter 
before  six  on  Tuesday  moniing,  the  5th  of  November, 
1833,  when  her  spirit  winged  its  flight  to  the  man 
sions  of  eternal  day.  She  had  lain  more  than  five 
hours  without  speaking,  but  was  evidently  conscious, 
and  understood  what  was  spoken  to  her.  A  few 
minutes  before  she  breathed  her  last,  one  of  her  ma 
ternal  aunts,  who  leaned  over  her,  watching  the 
movement  of  each  muscle,  remarked  to  us, 

"  '  She  is  trying  to  speak.' 

"  She  then  put  her  ear  down  close  to  her  dying 
lips,  and  heard  her  distinctly  utter  the  words, 

{:  c  Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife, 
And'— 

The  words  died  away.  Her  spirit  had  joined  the 
throng  of  the  redeemed.  She  had  languished  into 
lii'e.  Her  suffering  was  ended,  her  warfare  accom 
plished,  and  the  glorious  prize  attained.  Let  me  die 
the  death  of  the  righteous,  and  let  my  last  end  be 
like  hers." 

Who  that  has  followed  this  young  disciple  through 
the  trials  and  conflicts  of  her  earthly  pilgrimage,  does 
riot  feel  a  momentary  sadness  in  taking  leave  of  her, 
to  meet  her  no  more  till  he  meets  her  on  the  plains 
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of  celestial  glory.  Reader,  dost  thou  hope  to  meet 
her  there  ?  Then,  like  her,  thou  must  walk  close  by 
the  side  of  thy  great  Redeemer,  leaning  on  his  arm, 
and  looking  to  him  continually  for  grace  and  guid 
ance. 

I  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  bring  this  volume  to  a 
close,  without  saying  one  word  here  to  the  young. 
In  the  life  of  the  amiable  and  lovely  individual,  whose 
character  has  been  delineated  in  these  pages,  you  see 
distinctly  two  things — the  uncertainty  of  life,  and 
the  unspeakable  value  of  religion.  Youth  and  per 
sonal  attractions,  as  we  see  in  this  instance,  are  no 
security  against  the  incursions  of  disease,  or  the  with 
ering  blight  of  the  destroyer.  Blooming  and  lovely 
as  Anzonetta  was,  death  with  his  stern  iron  foot 
trampled  her  in  the  dust. 

True  religion,  while  it  imparts  real  worth  to  char 
acter,  subdues  all  that  is  wrong  in  the  temper,  regu 
lates  the  affections,  invests  youth  and  beauty  with 
new  charms  and  heavenly  attractions,  strips  the  grisly 
monster  of  his  terrors,  and  enables  a  weak,  fragile, 
timid  creature  to  go  down,  in  the  very  morning  of 
life,  fearless  and  unterrified,  into  the  dark  valley  and 
shadow  of  death. 

Perhaps  all  this  appears  graceful  and  pleasing  in 
description ;  but  you  do  not  like  to  bring  it  home  to 
yourself,  or  to  make  it  a  matter  of  personal  applica 
tion  to  your  own  case.  But  this  is  not  wise.  What 
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though  your  path  be  now  strewn  with  flowers  ?  What 
though  the  blooming  fields  through  which  you  are 
now  travelling,  attired  as  they  are  in  loveliness,  in 
vite  you  to  gaze  and  be  satisfied  with  a  paradise  here 
below  ?  And  what  though  you  feel  more  than  half 
inclined  to  listen  to  that  syren  voice — to  dismiss  all 
thoughts  about  the  future,  and  seek  to  lose  yourself 
in  present  enjoyment  ?  Can  you  forget  that  a  winter 
will  come,  which  will  dismantle  this  scene  of  all  its 
beauties  ;  that  clouds  full  of  blackness  will  gather  in 
the  heavens,  and  the  tempest,  big  with  wrath,  car 
rying  devastation  in  its  course,  will  ere  long  burst 
upon  your  head  ?  Then  you  will  in  vain  "  look 
around,  and  ask  for  '  the  sea  that  knows  no  storms ;' 
for  the  port  in  which  the  mariners  will  find  an  ex 
emption  from  the  waves  and  billows  of  disquietude." 
In  a  dying  hour-,  when  heart  and  flesh  begin  to 
fail,  there  will  be  nothing  to  buoy  up  the  sinking  soul, 
save  a  well-grounded  hope  in  tJie  blood  of  the  ever 
lasting  covenant.  "It  is  appointed  unto  men  once 
to  die,  but  after  tin's  the  judgment."  In  that  day, 
when  "  ruin  will  drive  his  ploughshare  over  this  cre 
ation — when  the  thunder  of  heaven  shall  burst  with 
awful  violence,  the  lightnings  make  the  impending 
gloom  tremendously  visible,  and  all  the  elements 
shall  become  instruments  in  the  hands  of  Deity  to 
proclaim  that  the  hour  of  retribution  is  come,"  you 
•will  have  no  place  to  flee  to,  nor  refuge  to  hide  in. 
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I  entreat  you,  therefore,  to  seek  noiu  that  God  whose 
wrath  you  cannot  endure. 

Like  Anzonetta,  you  may  be  cut  down  in  the  very 
morning  of  your  days.  If  with  her  you  would  have 
in  your  mortal  hour  the  sweet  and  sustaining  conso 
lations  of  religion,  "  seek  the  Lord  while  he  may  be 
found,  and  call  upon  him  while  he  is  near."  Seek 
him  in  health,  and  consecrate  to  him  the  vigor  and 
freshness  of  youth.  Do  not  forget,  that  however 
amiable  you  may  be,  or  whatever  lovely  qualities  of 
disposition  or  of  heart  you  may  possess,  to  be  pre 
pared  to  dwell  with  God  in  heaven,  you  must  be 
born  again.  With  all  the  sweetness  of  your  temper, 
and  the  kindness  and  gentleness  of  your  nature,  your 
heart  is  deceitful  above  all  things,  and  desperately 
wicked  in  the  sight  of  God.  That  wicked  heart 
must  be  changed  by  the  renewing  grace  of  God,  be 
fore  you  can  become  his  child.  You  must  stand  at 
the  foot  of  the  cross,  and  mourn  over  sin,  before  you 
can  appreciate  or  experience  the  joys  of  salvation. 

Then,  when  you  see  the  exceeding  sinfulness  of  sin 

its  guilt,  its  vileness,  its  turpitude,  and  the  awful  and 
everlasting  ruin  it  brings  upon  the  soul,  you  will  be 
prepared  to  embrace  the  Saviour  in  all  the  fulness  of 
his  grace,  and  to  receive  into  your  heart  all  the  rich 
ness  of  his  high  and  holy  consolations.  Having  thus 
embraced  the  Saviour,  you  will  have  all  things  richly 
to  enjoy.  Before  you  will  open  a  sweet  and  lovely 


ANZONETTA   R.    PETERS.  2QO 

avenue,  leading  directly  to  the  throne  of  God  and  the 
Lamb.  Life  will  flow  along  in  a  sweeter  and  less 
agitated  stream.  Though  trials  may  still  he  in  your 
path,  and  the  chastening  rod  may  be  laid  upon  you, 
you  will  feel  constrained  to  kiss  the  hand  that  lays  it 
on  ;  for  you  will  see  that  you  are  smitten  in  love. 
And  amid  all  your  trials,  when  you  look  upward  and 
forward,  you  will  feel  constrained  to  say,  "  I  reckon 
that  the  sufferings  of  this  present  time  are  not  worthy 
to  be  compared  with  the  glory  which  shall  be  revealed 
in  us."  And  when  heart  and  flesh  fail,  you  will  see 
before  you  the  glorious  city  of  God,  with  its  gates  of 
pearl,  all  open  to  admit  you.  When  you  perceive 
this  house  of  clay  falling  into  ruins,  you  will  then  be 
able  to  look  up  and  say,  "  I  have  a  building  of  God, 
a  house  not  made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  heav 
ens."  Yes, 

The  Saviour,  whom  I  now  do  see 

With  new  admiring  eyes, 
Already  has  prepared  for  me 

A  mansion  in  the  skies. 

I  feel  this  mud- wall  cottage  shake, 

And  long  to  see  it  fall, 
That  I  my  willing  flight  may  take 

To  Him  who  is  my  all. 

If  you  have  already  embraced  that  Saviour,  and 
drank  from  the  pure  well  of  salvation  the  waters  oi 
life,  the  example  that  has  been  held  up  before  you  in 
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this  volume  should  stimulate  you  to  strive  to  follow 
and  imitate  her,  as  she  followed  and  imitated  Christ. 
That  same  blessed  Spirit  which  conducted  her  step 
by  step  up  to  the  very  summit  of  the  holy  mount, 
whence  her  disencumbered  soul  winged  'ts  way  to 
the  regions  of  celestial  light,  is  now  ready  and  wait 
ing  to  conduct  you  to  the  same  elevated  point  of 
holiness.  "  For  the  same  Lord  over  all  is  rich  unto 
all  that  call  upon  him." 


THE    END. 
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